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The Long Way Home

Memory Fails,
Loss Magnifies

L

ast year, a few months apart, two people I loved died.
One day my mother-in-law shooed me away as I tried to help her stand;
a day soon after, she lay in the hospital. One day our friend Bill laughed
raucously at my joke; soon after, an ambulance carried him away from his
house. And for good measure, my poodle, Charlie, whom I loved beyond
love, was taken with seizures and within 24 hours, he was watching me dig
his grave, and then he was gone.
Melancholy sharpens the edges of vision. The sting of loss measures the
beauty of those three. I see clearly what’s lost now.
Gretel Ehrlich wrote, “Loss constitutes an odd kind of fullness; despair
empties out into an unquenchable appetite for life.” But last year all this
dying—and, admittedly, some boundless joy, like my daughter’s college graduation—left no time for my usual backcountry trip. I could not get away and
so could not find my way back.
	In November, I sat by the woodstove reading through my old manila
folder of crumpled diary notes from prior backcountry trips. I came upon a
scrawled entry from several years ago: I’d returned to a shelter I’d remembered
clearly from a still earlier trip, but found nothing familiar. It lay in a small
clearing below a gently, sloping ridge surrounded by ash, oak, and maple. I
had remembered a grand, light yellow, capacious shelter, safe and luxurious
by trailside standards. But I’d ducked in under dark, weathered boards, and
it was obvious that even though the boards had weathered from their original
yellow gleam, I’d prettied up my memory with a larger, airier space.
The shelter turnoff from the Appalachian Trail in Virginia I’d remembered
as a treed-in, short path, with a gentle grade. Revisiting, I’d instead swept
steeply downhill from a narrow trail into Cow Camp Gap. The ridge actually dwarfed the little building, which was no grand, clean oasis at all. That
first time I’d trudged through there, I had arrived after walking across ridges
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for two months, and I had ceased noticing the oaks, grass, ferns, and rocks. I
had seized upon anything civilized that differed from my daily trail life. I had
minimized the mountains and maximized the buildings.
	Surprised by how minuscule the camp really was, I’d wondered if I had
connected with the natural world at all, the first time. Often, even today,
when I’m in the mountains, I feel that I don’t fit in, that I’m different than a
bear or snake. And yet, I believed, when I returned to Cow Camp Gap—and
still feel now—more at home in the mountains than anyplace else. This ought
not make sense. It’s like loss. Lose someone and love him better. Look back in
nostalgia for what you could not see when it stared at you. Leave home and
yearn for it. Return from the mountains and forests and wish for them. That’s
living well.
—Christine Woodside
Editor-in-Chief
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North to Alaska
One erstwhile Northeasterner’s ongoing journey
toward the Elysium of his dreams
Jeff Fair
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F

or me, it was a passion for a landscape I’d never seen.
All my life I have been drawn toward the North, the wild North
Country. No matter what life-trail I followed or where I have lived,
I have always felt a determined tug in both mind and heart, like a
gravitational pull, ever northward. The greatest romance in my life
has been with latitude. The attraction is intrinsic, indelible, and
irrevocable. I cannot escape it. I have lived and longed for the boreal
lands and been haunted by them since I remember. Heaven is for
me a snug and solitary cabin among the pointy timbers. I love the
long nights and low-sun colors of northern winters, snow-laden spruce
in the moonlight, the sparkle of hoarfrost—and the all-night sun of
summer. I don’t mind 40 below nearly as much as I detest neighbors
within sight and the bumper-to-bumper traffic on northbound
Interstate 93 on a Friday night in June. I’ll take the untrammeled
Arctic tundra over the roaded Rockies any day. I wish never again to
live without one boot in what Robert Service described as “the wilds
where the caribou call.”
My northbound obsession has surely been exacerbated by a lifelong bent
for northern literature. The first book I remember owning and listening to
my parents read back in Annville, Pennsylvania, was the 1954 “Little Golden
Book” Pierre Bear by Patricia and Richard Scarry. It described the life and times
of the highly anthropomorphized title character, who lived in “a windswept
cabin, away up north.” Pierre went moose hunting on the snow with a rifle
(I still have the book), and I remember my folks laughing at the line about
him putting up thirteen jars of minced moose meat. The image was prophetic.
My freezer today is crowded with packages of Alaskan mooseburger—literally,
minced moose meat.
After that came Sterling North, Sigurd Olson, and many others with
images of the northern forests of the lower 48, Le Beau Pays in southern
Canada, loons, wolf howls, and canoe trails. Thereafter, stories from the Far
North, by Muir and Marshall and McPhee, Murie and Mowatt and Michener,
London and Lopez, Dillon Wallace, Lois Crisler, Earnest Thompson Seaton,
and Richard Nelson. The list goes on. And though this literature did not
spawn my Arctic dreams, it surely fed them well.
My travels began to take me north. The first summer after high school
took me to Keewaydin Camp in Vermont and its huge fleet of Old Town
Jeff Fair’s driveway in Palmer, Alaska.

JEFF FAIR
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and Chestnut wood and canvas canoes. Old-time woodsmen there taught
me the traditional Cree methods of paddling and portaging, which I practice
to this day with a deep and certain pride. I was mesmerized by the camp’s
elaborate and devout Four Winds’ Ceremony around the fire circle and its
extended paddle forays into the Canadian wilds, although I never got farther
than Lake George that summer. Four years later I attended graduate school
in New Hampshire, paddling around its North Country when possible, and
then returned to the Granite State and Maine as well for a major chapter
of my life, stalking loons—those elusive spirits of the North—across their
semi-wild northern waters. In between, I found the Rocky Mountains, where
I held a young biologist’s dream job, capturing grizzlies for the Interagency
Grizzly Bear Study Team in the Yellowstone backcountry. Oh, I loved the
Yellowstone ecosystem, but there were problems. One was the tourist traffic
that reminded me of the growing business of New England. Every time I
came down from the mountain, I encountered streams of sedans and SUVs,
campgrounds chock-full of Winnebungos and the smelly, plastic, overflowing
restrooms. The other was that Yellowstone was surrounded by civilization. I
longed for the wide-open spaces that did not stop. I wanted to live on the
edge of things. The northern edge.
	New Hampshire and Maine sufficed for quite a few years. I built a log
home among a few spruces for my family and chased around the local North
Country as much as allowed. Lake Umbagog became my touchstone and
spirit land. “Little Alaska” some of its regulars called the place for its quietness, loons and moose, a pretty fair fishery, and that patch of muskeg off
the northwest shore where the ospreys nested. “It’s not the final North,” my
friend MacLachlan used to say, “but you can see it from here.” I fell asleep
many nights in a bunk on the porch of a cabin near the mouth of the Rapid
River, listening to its white roar filtering down through the cedars. I poked
around the more extensive wilds of upstate Maine. Once I made a fishing trip
up the Quebec–Labrador rail line well north into Labrador. True North, at
last. But only a week of it. My companions dragged me home.
My Alaskan adventure began on my 40th birthday. I was lying on my back
in the mud and gravel of my New Hampshire driveway underneath a 1967
Dodge Power Wagon, my nemesis plow truck, with brake fluid in my beard,
when I heard the phone ringing. I thought of ignoring it, but realizing that it
might be family calling from Pennsylvania, I hustled up to the cabin.
	It was the U.S. Forest Service, Alaska Region, calling from Anchorage,
wondering whether I’d come up to talk to their biologists about common
10 Appalachia
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loon management. They could not pay me but would cover all my travel
and expenses.
	On the flight from Seattle to Anchorage, I sat by a window on the right side
of the airplane and gazed out for hours across the glorious, impossible, wild
and unending mountain terrain of British Columbia and Southeast Alaska.
For the next week, I visited every district on the Chugach National Forest
from the lake and glacier country south of Anchorage to the mountain-lined
Copper River Delta east of the fishing town of Cordova (which has no road
access). I fell in love.
Two years later, after my family irrevocably fell apart and I had
little to look for but new horizons, I loaded up my truck and drove north
by west. Nine and one-half days on the road in January from Magalloway,
Maine, to Anchorage, Alaska. No time wasted. 5,300 miles. The romance I
was following did involve a woman, but it was also based upon my selection
for landscape and latitude. I would not have moved to Texas.
	In Coming into the Country (Farrar, Straus, and Giroux, 1977),
John McPhee wrote of certain Alaskan immigrants who had come to the wilds
along the Yukon River just after World War II, that “they had chosen the
country in a way that someone else would choose a career.” That is how, I now
realize, I have chosen most of my intentional moves. I picked the canoe-staff
job in Vermont, graduate school in New Hampshire, grizz-trapping job in
Yellowstone, loon monitoring duties in New Hampshire and Maine . . . and
now the cross-continental migration to Alaska. All chosen for those pointy
timbers, the boreal forests, the wilder North Country. I came to Alaska with
no job on the horizon, only what I could make from my pencil and notebook
and a bit of seasonal consulting back in Maine. Unlike many who showed up
here in the oil and pipeline rush of the 1970s and those who continue to arrive
for temporary lucrative work in Anchorage or Prudhoe Bay, I did not come
for the money. I came to investigate my connection with the homeland where
I’ve felt, for so long, that I might belong.
The best thing about Anchorage, Alaskans used to say, is that
it’s only ten minutes from Alaska. That used to be true. Now it’s twenty
minutes, maybe half an hour, from a place where you can get lost or stumble
across a grizzly without garbage in its diet. More people, more development
and business, heavier traffic. Half of Alaskans live in Anchorage. I survived
life in the city for ten years, until my second marriage and my patience
Summer/FALL 2012 11
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ran out. In the depths of despair and rejection, but again with the void
that allowed new horizons, I took a powder and moved 50 miles closer to
the Pole.
	I’d heard that a funky/rustic little cabin (as the owners put it) was available
for rent on Lazy Mountain outside of Palmer. I brought my Brittany spaniel,
Tripper, along to check it out. Driving up the long driveway leading to
only this cabin and farther on, the landlord’s house, we passed through
a forest of white spruce, paper birch, quaking aspen, alder, elderberry,
highbush cranberry, and wild rose reminiscent of northern New England—
but with stands of devil’s club and huge, old cottonwoods to remind me
of our Alaskan locus. When I opened the outer door to the arctic entry
(an Alaskan mudroom), Tripper went on solid point, his nose frozen
toward a slanted, manger-like shelf on the wall of the empty cabin. When
I investigated, I found that it contained a pile of ruffed grouse tail feathers.
An omen and welcome, we thought. We moved in before the floors
were repainted.
	One night that first winter, I walked out onto my porch to have a talk
with the spruces, the local grouse, and the owls just up the hill. They are all
good listeners. But before I could say a word, the land spoke. A round, yellow
Alaskan moon rose behind the grandfather spruce out by my fire circle,
limning the snow-mantled mountains a few miles beyond and silhouetting
the steepled timbers that poked above the birches and cottonwood. My God,
I thought—I live here. That was the message. In the bleak midwinter night,
the message was life, my life, in the country I’d dreamed of. In the cold abyss
of intimate human rejection, I had found my passion requited by the wild
landscape. At the peak of an emotional blizzard, a vision of peace appeared,
affording comfort, and, yes, even joy.
This little cabin has treated me well. Its walls carry my snowshoes,
collected caribou antlers, family photos, fly rods, and my library. Up in the
loft, I reach my desk from my bed in seven paces. Downstairs, I cook and
feed the fire. When writing escapes into its common inertia, I go downstairs
and pace, throw the pencil, talk to myself, build spirit, cry, laugh, sing along
with the radio (either of two excellent public radio stations here; I divorced
television years ago), dance alone on the rough wooden floor, and at some
point ultimately surrender. Only then, but nearly always, an inspiration
arises, and I sprint up the twelve steps to my keyboard. Yes, that all could
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happen in a cabin in Maine or New Hampshire, but from this one I can walk
outside and piss off my porch with impunity (cf. McPhee) while observing
the Chugach Range, a string of Mount Washingtons splayed out across my
southern horizon, and Polaris, the North Star, nearly directly above my
chimney. Sixty-one degrees north latitude. This makes a difference.
The winter after Tripper died, an ermine moved in under my cabin. I
found his signature in the snow and encouraged his tenancy with an occasional chicken heart. He made his living on the mice, voles, and shrews that
had formerly made their livings inside my cabin on dog food, crackers, and
bacon grease left overnight in the skillet. While he was in residence, the latter
were not. This was the only critter the old Alaskan prospectors and trappers
enjoyed having in their cabins; weasels do not eat your flour or crackers,
but they will rid your home of the smaller critters that do. I felt touched
by tradition.
The first time I saw him, I was washing dishes at the kitchen window when
my hanging suet feeder, about five feet from my eyes, began to dance wildly.
I suspected a large bird—hairy woodpecker perhaps—but at first glance saw
nothing at all on the feeder. Then I descried a dark flash beneath it. Finally,
eyes and brain engaged, I recognized the indistinct outline of an ermine—
a winter-whitened short-tailed weasel—nearly invisible against a background
of snow except for the black tip of his tail. Later I would watch him climb
up onto the front tire of my pickup and disappear under the hood when I’d
returned from town, apparently to enjoy the warmth of the engine. I had
evidence that he’d been in the cabin once or twice, and always liked that
possibility, though I could never tempt him through a door or window.
He or one of his clan, always a male, returns every winter now, leaving
only when threatened by a visitor’s dog or the first spring thaw that moistens
his hideout. Along with the local magpie family, he is my winter companion.
From what I’ve read about his species, he’s probably moved his camp a number of times as well, from henhouse to squirrel midden to suet feeder, always
seeking his own Elysium.
Perhaps my solitude can be confused with loneliness.
Occasionally a friend from Outside, usually back East, will ask me if
I ever plan to move back there, to leave Alaska. And I answer quietly but
immediately, “No.” A quizzical why not? stare often follows.

Summer/FALL 2012 13
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Good point: Why stay? Why endure the long, dark winters that can erode
human desire and feed depression? Why put up with the wicked temperatures
reaching 60 below and colder, with the late-spring ice and snow followed by
hordes of mosquitoes thick enough to exsanguinate a caribou and blacken
your head net, with summers so short and overcrowded with tourists on the
few, narrow, winding roads, with nights too light for sleeping, with the best
fishing spots on the Russian River lined with dozen after dozen of shoulderto-shoulder combat fishermen, jealous for the precious salmon and rancorous
over twisted lines and snagged tackle? Why live in embarrassment at the
source of the world’s most erroneously ridiculous “reality” TV shows? Why
suffer a world of wounds and rejection by a team of politicians completely and
single-mindedly dedicated to drill, dig, develop, and build roads everywhere,
who fight against the protection of federal conservation lands and anything
a wildlife-loving American conservationist might suggest, who legislate the
aerial gunning down of our wolves, the gassing of wolf cubs in their dens, and
the snaring of bear sows and cubs? Where our lone U.S. congressman refers
to everyone with an environmental conviction as “enemies of the state”? Why
stay in a place so distant and disconnected from the rest of the nation, and so
far away from . . . family?
Many a New Englander, Minnesotan, and Montanan now rooted in the
Last Frontier answers like this: “I came out here to fish (prospect, build boats,
cut timber, can salmon, play music, hunt caribou, climb a mountain, screw
around, make a few bucks, avoid the law) for a week, a month, a season . . .
and, hell, I never left.” And those are the ones who had not planned to stay.
The gold-rush poet Robert Service described the phenomenon well in his
“Spell of the Yukon”:
I wanted the gold, and I got it—
Came out with a fortune last fall,—
Yet somehow life’s not what I thought it,
And somehow the gold isn’t all.
No! There’s the land. (Have you seen it?)
...
Some say it’s a fine land to shun;
Maybe; but there’s some as would trade it
For no land on earth—and I’m one.

14 Appalachia
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You come to get rich (damned good reason);
You feel like an exile at first;
You hate it like hell for a season,
And then you are worse than the worst.
It grips you like some kinds of sinning;
It twists you from foe to a friend;
It seems it’s been since the beginning;
It seems it will be to the end.
What is it that has woven me into lasting friendship with the Great Land? In
my case, I think of one evening up along the Chipp River with my yellowbilled loon research colleague Joel Schmutz, when we were setting up our
tent in the lovely, golden preternatural glow of the midnight sun, and I saw
something move in the near distance. Caribou, I thought at first, but no.
Bear! No, too lanky. Wolverine!
	I think of crouching on a low ridge in the northern foothills of the
Brooks Range one July, looking out over a gorgeous, rolling tundra grassland
reminiscent of the shortgrass prairies that once covered much of the central
lower 48, no one else about, no buildings in sight except for my tent a few
miles off. And 10,000 caribou of the great Western Arctic Herd streaming
through the hills and vales like blood through living tissue, swarming up the
ridge toward me, only to notice me with quizzical looks and then part to pass
me by just a few yards on either side—the same way they do the sated grizzly
bears sleeping next to their partly devoured caribou carcasses. Life. Crazy
swarming wild life, timeless and immutable as the tides.
	I think of that night cruising down Icy Bay in Prince William Sound with
biologist Howard Golden in his little 17-foot Whaler, when the humpbacks
suddenly began breaching all around us, huge living, intelligent tonnage
bursting up from the depths of the sea.
	I think of watching an amoeba-like mass of 40,000 western sandpipers
lifting in synchrony from the beach at Hartney Bay and rising, rising, then
disappearing westward toward their nesting grounds 600 miles and several
mountain ranges away on the Yukon–Kuskokwim Delta.
	I think of sitting by McNeil Falls with sanctuary manager Larry Aumiller,
watching 40 or more brown bears, some just a few feet away, fish for salmon
and argue over ownership of the best spots. Combat fishermen themselves,
the bears at least forgive and forget as soon as their discussions are over.

Summer/FALL 2012 15

Appalachia_SF2012_FINAL_5.10.indd 15

5/10/12 8:23:25 AM

Jeff Fair holds three silver salmon he caught fly fishing along the shore of the Beluga
River, an hour west of Anchorage by float plane. SCOTT CHRISTY

	I think of the August silver salmon run in the creek just a few miles from
my cabin door, where I can fish without competition from my canoe, while
the sandhill cranes squawk and argue from untold resting spots during their
own autumnal migration.
And I think of winter nights here, snow sifting down through the spruces,
hoarfrost on the porch rail, and myself, nestled in the warmth of a crackling
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spruce-wood fire, a pot of Mother Yukon’s predator-prey stew (of moose and
black bear) bubbling fragrantly atop the stove, a good book in my lap.
But there’s more than the huge and wild landscape, the wildlife, and my
little cabin to keep me here. A number of years ago, I attended a gathering
at a bookstore down in Anchorage to celebrate the release of an anthology
that carried the theme of travel in Alaska. Many of the authors read short
selections from our stories in the volume. Several who read before I did
described themselves as born and raised here—an admirable trait, a source
of pride. When it was my turn, I noted that I was not born here, but that
I’d come here by choice and not by chance. The loud applause that followed
surprised me. When I looked out at our audience, I realized that the lifelong
Alaskans were applauding, too. This is the Alaska that I love. I came for the
landscape, the latitude, the distance, the solitude, and the wildlife. I stay for
all of those reasons. But I stay also because I enjoy the people, the spirit of my
neighbors here in this little human village we call Alaska.
	I think of the many Inupiaq, Yupik, and Athabaskans I’ve met in their
tiny, far-flung villages, suffering the embrace of one too many cultures but
still within reach of a spirit 10,000 years old.
	I think of all the biologists and conservationists with whom I work in
Anchorage, Fairbanks, and across the frontier to maintain the ethical edge of
stewardship and the protection of wild beauty and human experience in the
face of rampant, reckless economic drive and despoilment, of anti-predator
pogroms, of land-use idiocracy.
Yes, and I think of many friends who work for Big Oil up on the North
Slope, and how they too care about the wild lands and wildlife there in the
land of paradox.
	I think of my friend, Scott Christy, who will call me the night before
and ask, “Say, Jeff, will you accompany Jean and me into The Wilderness
tomorrow?” He means, will I ride in his little Maule airplane from Anchorage
down to his little cabin, called The Wilderness, on the Gulf of Alaska. All I’m
required to do to earn my ride is to drop bowling balls to check the safety of
an ice landing, or in summer to help him navigate his Zodiac down the rushing river into tidal waters for some fresh sea-run silvers.
I think of the sweet, homemade music each April in Juneau
during the Alaska Folk Festival. Not just that from the stage, but even more
so the unplugged twists of melody from the nooks and crannies and dark
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crowded bars around town, where you might see, for example, a young couple
with guitars and a provenance of fish scales, sawdust, or dog hair (or all three)
spilling out of the cuffs of their stained and well-worn Carhartts, performing
the songs they’d written through the long, dark winter somewhere far out
of town.
	I think of the ready friendship and camaraderie around the bonfires in
my fire circle, the way certain longtime Alaskan families have adopted me as
their own, and in similar fashion the manner in which Alaskans far from their
families at Christmas or Thanksgiving gather together to share in celebration
and become family. The Alaskan family.
Finally, I think of the guy in blown-out jeans, an old canvas shirt with fish
blood on the sleeve, knee-high rubber boots, and a sun-faded, sweat-stained
Arctic Wild baseball cap over an untrimmed silver beard in the Anchorage
airport not long ago, running last-minute to pick up his nicely attired parents
who had flown up for their 50th wedding anniversary. He’d got off the river
late, and couldn’t find his Crocs.
That guy was me. I’m that Alaskan, and proud of it. I now own a share of
what Seth Kantner calls “our hard-earned Alaskan mystique.” Only I think it’s
more like simple, lovely, high-latitude freedom than mystique. I prefer living
among the traditionals, the misfits and black sheep, and independents and
creative spirits of this latitude. My closer Alaskan friends have become family.
The wilder North Country surrounds me now. And if this little cabin is ever
overrun by newcomers, I’ll find another at higher latitude, somewhere farther
out. But for now, life is good, here in my Alaskan home. The ermine and I
have made it.

Chief of Appalachia’s Alaska Bureau, Jeff Fair recounted his drive from Maine to
Alaska that fateful January in our December 2000 issue. His writing about Alaska’s
arctic appears in On Arctic Ground: Tracking Time Through Alaska’s National Petroleum Reserve (Braided River, 2012) and Arctic Voices: Resistance at the Tipping Point
(Seven Stories Press, 2012).
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Bowerbird
Come live with me again:
I’ve made another nest for you
from blue flowers, of course,
dark berries, white feathery remains,
dried gold grasses, rifle shells
I stole from a bird of paradise lair,
beetle wing and cigar butt,
lifted by a frame of sticks
taller than a man
and better arranged.
This time you shall lie perhaps
with me more
where glorious palm softens
hard acorn and leathery eucalyptus—
all the best New Guinea has to offer.
However you decide,
every year, I must go building,
forsaking our old splatch,
mounting nest after nest after nest
until infinity fails.
Francis Blessington

Francis Blessington’s poems have appeared in Arion, Arizona Quarterly, Denver
Quarterly, Harvard Magazine, The Sewanee Review, Yale Literary Review, and Yankee,
among many others.
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Loving and Leaving
the 49th State
Balancing life, adventure, and family
Matt Heid
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W

hite Cross landing strip lies deep in Alask a’s Wr angellSt. Elias National Park and Preserve, a lonely patch of dirt alongside
a mighty glacial river. According to local lore, many years ago it was the
designated pick-up point for a pair of wilderness travelers. Only their pilot
forgot about them. Left stranded, they laid out a white pattern of rocks in the
middle of the landing strip, hoping to be spotted by a passing plane. Nobody
came. Years later, this forsaken spot and its desperate memento mark our
final destination on a nine-day backpacking trip through some of the state’s
rawest wilderness.
	I moved to Alaska with my wife, Gretchen, in the summer of 2007, drawn
by the allure of the state’s vast wilderness. How vast? Consider just WrangellSt. Elias, the largest national park in the country. At 13.2 million acres, it’s
larger than Massachusetts, Rhode Island, and two Connecticuts combined.
It’s also just one of Alaska’s fifteen national parks. Combined, they represent
more than half of the land in the entire national park system. On top of
that, Alaska boasts the nation’s two largest national forests, sixteen enormous
national wildlife reserves, and a variety of state parks and other public lands.
Alaska is a big place, accounting for roughly a fifth of the United States.
If overlaid on the lower 48, Alaska would stretch from New York to Georgia
to Missouri, with the diminutive Aleutian Islands reaching even farther, well
past the Rocky Mountains. Alaska’s closest competitor for size is Texas, yet
if you split Alaska into two equally large states, Texas would still only be
third biggest. It’s funny to catch the Alaska weather report on the local news.
They cover the entire state, which is like watching a forecast that includes
everything from Boston to Charleston to Dayton.
At the same time, Alaska has fewer roads than Rhode Island. And that’s
the rub. So much incredible wilderness, yet accessing most of it is difficult,
expensive, and time consuming. The majority of destinations require the
use of a small plane (“bush plane” in Alaska parlance) for access, a costly
proposition when charter flights cost hundreds of dollars per hour.
Wrangell-St. Elias National Park encompasses the southeast corner of
mainland Alaska, tucked tightly against Canada’s Yukon Territory, and features
some of the most massive, weather-beaten mountains in North America. In
many ways, the park represents Alaska in microcosm (or perhaps macrocosm,
A long drive down dirt roads, a bush plane flight, and hours of hiking gave Matt and
Gretchen Heid this view above Iceberg Valley in the remote Wrangell-St. Elias National
Park in southeast Alaska. MATT HEID
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given its enormous size). Ice fields, glaciers, grizzlies, massive rivers, active
volcanoes, and several peaks that soar well above 15,000 feet—all virtually
undisturbed by human presence.
By Alaska standards, Wrangell-St. Elias is relatively accessible. The small
hamlet of McCarthy sits smack in the middle of the park on a small inholding
of private land and can be reached by a 60-mile stretch of unpaved road.
From there, several flight services can quickly ferry passengers to remote
backcountry, making it one of the state’s more affordable fly-in backpacking
destinations. We schedule our trip for late August, near the end of Alaska’s
ten- to twelve-week hiking season.
Gary Green, owner and pilot of McCarthy Air, stands next
to his silver, single-engine Cessna at the wide dirt strip of the McCarthy
“airport.” A brown fedora perches on his head. With his trim, gray beard and
brown leather jacket, he looks like some sort of Alaskan Indiana Jones.
Gretchen and I cram ourselves into the plane. Gretchen squeezes onto a
small back seat next to our loaded backpacks. I spaghetti my 6-foot, 5-inch
frame into the passenger seat. Minutes later we’re soaring above town.
The icy visage of 16,390-foot Mount Blackburn—one of the park’s four
active volcanoes—glitters to the north as we head south toward the start of
our trip.
We fly for 30 minutes above nameless waterfalls, alongside jagged mountains, past countless crags and cliffs. Our destination is Iceberg Valley, a raw
defile in the park’s southeast region. We approach it from the west, fly down
its length, then execute a sharp aerial U-turn at a stomach-queasing angle—
the steepest turn I’ve yet experienced in flight.
The plane bounces down and settles on a broad patch of dirt and small
stones, an informal landing strip marked only by a single fluttering orange
ribbon at its far end. We extricate ourselves. Gary hoists out our packs, then
immediately heads back toward the cockpit. I corner him briefly, asking for
any local knowledge about our intended route. He dispenses three words of
terse advice—“whatever looks good”—before hopping back into the plane
and rumbling into the air. Rain spatters down as we watch him disappear.
My wife and I lived in Anchorage for three years, renting
a tiny four-room house near the downtown area. The neighborhood was
a slice of anywhere suburbia, a collection of small rectangular lots and
unremarkable houses. Unlike most American neighborhoods, though, moose
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often tromped down the street. The city’s moose population ranges from 300
to 1,000 animals, depending on the season, and they are well acquainted
with the urban lifestyle. Indeed, the first moose I ever saw in Anchorage was
walking along downtown 9th Avenue, calf in tow, meticulously staying on
the sidewalk.
Anchorage is a somewhat schizophrenic city. On one hand, it’s ugly, a grim
amalgamation of 1970s architecture, strip malls, and industry. On the other
hand, it’s beautiful. The mile-high peaks of the adjacent Chugach Mountains
provide a glorious backdrop visible everywhere in town. An extensive network
of bike and walking paths traces the city, running alongside streams that still
support annual salmon runs. The shimmering waters of Cook Inlet reflect
the sky to the west. Beyond the water, active volcanoes crown distant snowcapped mountain ranges.
Anchorage serves as the primary commercial hub for the entire state
and provides the range of services and infrastructure essential for such a
vast geographic area. Though it has a population of only 300,000, it feels
like a much larger metropolis. It also feels like the very young city that it
is. Northeasterners may measure towns in centuries, but Alaska counts in
decades. Anchorage won’t celebrate its 100th anniversary until 2014. Alaska
itself marked its 50th anniversary as a state only a few years ago.

Moose are well acquainted with the urban experience in Anchorage.

MATT HEID

Summer/FALL 2012 23

Appalachia_SF2012_FINAL_5.10.indd 23

5/10/12 8:23:31 AM

In a way, Iceberg Valley is equally young, a landscape only
recently revealed from beneath retreating glaciers. It’s the first ice-free
valley north of the Bagley Ice Field, a massive blanket of ice that smothers
the coastal mountains between us and the Gulf of Alaska. The valley floor
may be open, but glaciers still spill down the flanks of the valley’s adjacent
mountains, fingers of ice slowly unclenching from a raw landscape. Rocks
and boulders litter the valley floor, bulldozed by glaciers like pebbles
underfoot. Patches of grass and emerging tundra thinly veneer the
nearby slopes.
Gretchen and I moved to Alaska for the wilderness experience—and
this was wilderness at its most primeval. Wrangell-St. Elias had been on our
adventure list for years. Giddy anxiety fills my mind as I take the first step on
our long-awaited journey.
We strike out in light drizzle. Temperatures hover in the mid-40s. A short
distance later, we encounter a glacier in our way—it spills off the slopes and
onto the valley floor, extending across it in a broad fan of ice. We strap on
crampons and clack our way across the gently sloping surface, avoiding the
rivulets that flow on top; many abruptly disappear into large holes in the ice.
These glacier drainage holes, or “moulins,” appear bottomless; several are large
enough to swallow us whole.
	Once across, we traverse up the valley slopes toward grassier terrain and
discover what we dub the “great wall,” a huge line of rocks and boulders rising
ten feet high. It’s an old lateral moraine, marking the edge of a recent glacier
that once filled this entire valley. A blissful strip of easy walking parallels it
on the uphill side. We cruise, savoring the sun as it emerges from a clearing
sky, then descend to our first camp in a gravelly fan on the valley floor. A
low saddle, our continuing route, rises behind us. In the western distance,
mountains and spires rise beyond the gargantuan Bremner Glacier. Night falls
sometime after 10 p.m.
In Alaska, summer means daylight. Lots of daylight. On the
longest day of the year in Anchorage, the sun rises around 4:20 a.m. and
sets at 11:45 p.m. A dim twilight marks the darkest moment. To sleep
through the “night,” we hung opaque blackout shades on our
bedroom windows.
Winter, on the other hand, means darkness. Lots of darkness. It was
the most challenging part of living in Alaska. Not the snow. Not the cold.
The dark. On the shortest day of the year, the sun is up for only five and a
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half hours, from 10:15 a.m. to 3:45 p.m. And then it’s barely up, rising a mere
5 degrees above the horizon at its highest point.
	I had a 9-to-5 desk job three days a week working for Alaska
Geographic, an environmental nonprofit headquartered a short 1-mile walk
from our house. I would get up at 8 a.m. in pitch black, brew coffee, and
contemplate the dark embers in our woodstove while I drank the entire pot.
I walked to the office under the stars. Once there, I would flop in my seat
and stare in continuing grog at the still unlit morning. At the end of the day,
I walked home in the dark once more.
On day two, we cross the low
saddle and descend to a promontory
overlooking the next segment of our
route. We stare down on the Tana
Lobe, a broad plain of smooth glacial
ice. It’s an offshoot of the Bremner
Glacier, which flows almost due north
before abruptly encountering the broad
east-west valley ahead of us. Over the
millennia, the glacier oozed in both
directions. Today it ends a few miles
past this junction in both directions.
The Tana Lobe is the smaller of its
two decaying snouts. Our journey
continues across it to the mountains
on the far side.
We descend a rocky gully to the
edge of the glacier, a dirt-encrusted
wall of ice ten feet high. We work
our way along it, then find a sloping
bench that provides access to the
icy surface above. It looks like some
sort of geologic superhighway. Large
boulders, many the size of cars, litter
the glacier’s surface, a flow of rocky
traffic creeping forward only a few feet Looking down on the Tana River in
per year. Wide avenues of gritty ice run Wrangell-St. Elias National Park.
matt Heid
between them.
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Warm sun beams down from blue sky as we work our way across the
mile-wide ice field, crossing several huge rock piles en route. Two house-sized
chunks of rock crown one of the largest piles like mighty watchtowers. We set
up camp on the northern edge of the glacier and watch as clouds roll in for
the night.
Raindrops splatter the next morning as we step off the glacier and weave
uphill through intermittent clearings hemmed by thick alder brush. We work
our way upward, then traverse along the slopes through waist-high vegetation.
Our next destination is an unnamed 5,500-foot pass at the head of this valley,
which we steadily approach under leaden skies.
A clear, dark lake nestles 1,000 feet and a mile below the pass. Banded
cliffs loom on both sides, littering the sparse landscape with flat gray stones.
I feel depleted as we ascend toward it for the night. “Your engine looks like it’s
dead,” Gretchen notes. I grunt in response.
Backpacking in Alaska isn’t like backpacking in the lower 48.
It’s much more work—and a lot more hazardous. There are no trails. The
weather is fickle and often wet, chilly, and potentially hypothermic. Grizzly
bears roam the landscape. At lower elevations, the vegetation is thick and
impenetrable. (When planning our route, we specifically chose a path that
stayed above 2,500 feet to avoid such tangled underbrush, which can reduce
forward progress to a tortuous mile per hour or less.)
	In short, wilderness adventure in Alaska feels more like a game of survival
than a casual outing into the mountains. The challenging wilderness conditions, coupled with the remoteness of many destinations, makes the margin
for error, the line across which disaster lies, much closer than just about anywhere in the lower 48.
The next day we take our closest step toward that line.
Day four. The cloud deck has lowered onto our approaching
route. Over breakfast, we watch the pass fade in and out of view as the vapors
shift. Cold drizzle patters down as we start the ascent, climbing along bands
of rocky terrain that trace through increasing snowfields. As we crest 5,000
feet, the drizzle changes to snow and rapidly picks up intensity. At 5,300 feet,
we enter the clouds—and total whiteout conditions.
Whiteouts are profoundly unnerving, especially in snow-covered terrain.
You can’t see more than a few yards in front, can’t tell the difference between
the clouds and snow underfoot. We certainly can’t see the pass above us. We
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hew to ever patchier rock bands, climbing steadily toward the divide. Except it
all goes screwy. Brief glimpses above us reveal continuing cliffs rather than the
flat saddle we expect. We pause in the driving snow to check our GPS coordinates, plot them to the map with chilling fingers, and adjust our course.
As we traverse across fully snow-covered slopes, I use my trekking poles
to probe the ground ahead of me. Several times, the poles find no purchase,
stabbing emptily into invisible craters more than six feet deep. We weave
among them, finally make it to the broad saddle, and regroup. Our map
marks this area as a snowfield, yet when I drive my poles down through the
fresh snow, they encounter ice. Blue ice. Glacier ice. With large cracks in its
surface. Gretchen sums up our situation: “F***.”
Alaska is a land of snow and ice, where winter stretches
anywhere from six to eight months. At higher elevations, it never really goes
away at all.
	In northern Alaska, winter plummets deep into bitter realms of ice and
cold. During the chilliest months, temperatures routinely dip far below
zero, with readings in the minus-30s and below not uncommon. Winter
in Anchorage, however, provides a more mild experience. The nearby
Pacific Ocean moderates temperatures significantly and creates a winter
climate that most closely resembles Burlington, Vermont. (Anchorage is
actually less frigid than several major cities in the upper Midwest.) But it’s
cold nonetheless, with typical winter highs in the teens and twenties, and
lows in the single digits and below.
	Other than an occasional, short-lived winter thaw, temperatures rarely
rise above the freezing point. And that’s a great thing. The constant low
temperatures prevent the incessant freeze-thaw cycles so common in the
Northeast, which rapidly transform the dreamiest snowpack into a horrid
mélange of slush and ice. For the most part, the snow in Anchorage tends to
stay fresh and crisp throughout the season.
Anchorage doesn’t get that much snow—about the same amount as
Boston—it’s just that it never really melts, blanketing the city in white
for the duration of the winter months. Because of its location in the rain
shadow of surrounding mountains, Anchorage also seldom receives large,
Nor’easter-style dumps. A significant snowfall in Anchorage would be anything above 6 inches.
People in Anchorage have a completely different attitude toward snow
and ice than do residents of other major cities. In the Northeast, an armada
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Matt and Gretchen Heid during their
wilderness backpacking trip in WrangellSt. Elias National Park. matt heid

of plows hits the roads the second a
snowflake hits the ground, trying to
remove it from every street as quickly
as possible. In Anchorage, plows clear
major arteries, but secondary and
tertiary roads go untouched for days
on end. Nobody complains about it.
It’s just the way it is. Traffic instead
compacts the snow to a hard-packed
icy layer, which drivers navigate
with studded snow tires and fourwheel drive vehicles. During the
winter, there’s simply a lot of snow
and ice underfoot.

When it comes to walking on ice,
few things terrify me as much as
crevasses, the yawning chasms that open in glaciers as they flow downhill.
You fall into one deep enough and it easily becomes your icy tomb. Back in
our whiteout pass, we have no idea what might lurk ahead of us under the
fresh snow.
	I take the lead. Before each step, I drive my poles hard in front of
me, looking for hidden breaks in the ice. It’s exhausting, both physically
and mentally.
A safe route down becomes apparent once we drop below the clouds.
We’re on a tiny glacier that soon transitions to a snowfield lined with rock
bands on either side. Snow becomes rain again as we approach the bottom
and step onto spongy tundra at the head of a broad, gentle landscape known
as Allie’s Valley. We slop onward through soggy terrain, ford several rushing
streams, and look for a level campsite in the wet, lumpy ground.
	Our already wet boots are now completely soaked, prompting in-depth
conversation about the demerits of “sock juice,” the icky squishy soup that
brews inside a pair of sopping boots. Gretchen proclaims it “the most vile
substance in existence” and swears she wouldn’t drink a shot of it for less than
a million dollars. I’m inclined to agree, though my price for a vomitous gulp
is much, much less. Clouds envelop the surrounding mountains in a thick
gray mass as we finally find a spot for the night.
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Day five is a rest day. We luxuriate in not moving, revel in a mostly
precipitation-free afternoon. The day’s activities include watching our
clothing dry and scanning the sky for “blue cracks” and, even better, “blue
holes” where the clouds part long enough to reveal the azure sky beyond.
Intermittent breaks reveal ragged mountains on both sides. As the day draws
down, beams of sun wash distant spires in spotlights of alpenglow.
The weather improves the following day as we continue down the gentle
valley, then curve north up a nameless side valley toward our next pass, the
third of five mountain crossings on our route. Granite boulders protrude
from the landscape. Patches of willow shrubs grow between them. Small
flocks of ground-dwelling ptarmigan explode in chattering flight, flushed by
our approach. Their plumage has already begun its transition from summer
brown to winter white, ghostly wings emerging from still dark torsos.
We work our way to the pass, a rocky saddle speckled with old snow
freshly pasted by the weather of the past few days. We follow a line of giant
grizzly tracks pressed into the new snow and crest the divide. The map
indicates another large permanent snowfield on the far side where we expect
to find a gently sloping highway of smooth walking downhill. Except that the
snow is barely there. Only a short remnant tongue remains, leaving behind a
horrendous slope of large, loose boulders. The descent is exhausting, each step
an uncertain test of stability on constantly shifting rocks underfoot.
We finally arrive at a small emerald tarn surrounded by a halo of grass. On
this side of the pass, summer green has abruptly exploded into a kaleidoscope
of fall brilliance. Dwarf birch flares in oranges, reds, yellows. The valley below
is filled with rainbow tundra.
Fall comes early and fast in Alaska, beginning in mid-August
in the northern part of the state and sweeping rapidly south by month’s end.
Its brilliance is short-lived, yet it is the most spectacular fall foliage I’ve ever
seen. It’s as if the forests of New England were shrunk to miniature size and
then intensified, a waist-high sea of iridescent glory.
By September, snow is already falling at higher elevations. In Anchorage,
the peaks of the Chugach Range become sprinkled with white. Locals call
this first snow “termination dust” because it marks the end of the abundant
employment opportunities of the summer season. The city’s trees completely
shed their leaves by month’s end. By late October, snow usually arrives. Northeasterners wonder whether it will be a White Christmas, whereas Anchorage
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parents wonder if they’ll be trick-or-treating in snowsuits. The latest snowfall
ever recorded in the city occurred the second week of November.
	Spring doesn’t return until May, when over a two-week period the birch
and cottonwood trees abruptly pop into full greenery. Deep snow continues
to linger in the mountains for many more weeks, often well into June or early
July. Summer is an ephemeral moment that’s gone before you fully realize it’s
there. As the saying goes, “Summer is a dream. Winter is the truth.”
The next day we drop into autumn and cross the narrow valley
below us, the first of two parallel cuts in the mountains we’ll traverse today.
We hop the small rushing stream on the valley floor and wade through thighhigh grass on the far side.
Gretchen abruptly stops. “There’s a bear,” she notes, staring tensely ahead.
A grizzly stands on its hind legs about 100 yards upslope, looking at us intently.
We grab our cans of bear spray and wait for the animal’s next move.
More than 30,000 grizzly bears live in Alaska, populating nearly every
corner of the state, including several areas around—and within—Anchorage.
During the summer, grizzlies from the adjacent Chugach Mountains move
into the city’s outskirts to feed on spawning salmon. In the summer of 2008,
bears mauled several people in Anchorage parks; most incidents occurred less
than a mile from one of the city’s main thoroughfares and hospitals.
Bears are just part of life in Alaska. On a backcountry adventure, their
presence adds a significant element of intensity. When hiking, your bear radar
is always up, your awareness tuned to a heightened pitch rarely necessary in less
rugged wilderness settings. I always carried bear spray—a can of pressurized
pepper spray to deter an approaching bear—whenever the animals were awake
and active (roughly April through October). It lived in an instantly accessible
cargo pocket on my pants at all times.
	I’ve never had to use bear spray on my adventures—and hope I never
do. Most of the time, grizzlies want as little to do with you as you do with
them. In the wilderness, where bears are unaccustomed to human presence, they normally flee once they recognize you as a foreign creature and
potential threat. The biggest danger is accidentally stumbling on one at close
range while navigating through thick brush. In open tundra with good
visibility, the risk is much less. During my time in Alaska, I had numerous
grizzly encounters, mostly from a distance, and always without incident.
	In the backcountry, the goal is to let the bear know you’re human. Gretchen
and I wave hands over heads and shout. “Hey Bear! Hey Bear! Heeey Bear!”
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The tawny ursine drops to all fours, walks a short distance, briefly rises again,
then ambles away down the valley. We wait until it’s gained a safe distance,
then continue on our way.
We climb to a narrow cut in the ridge above us and crest the divide.
Our final pass, Tana Notch, comes into view across the next valley. A
small, steep snowfield sits below it, traced by what appears to be footsteps, the first sign of human presence we’ve encountered on our trip. We
quickly cross the narrow valley and ascend to the base of the snow bank;
the footprints are in fact more bear tracks left recently by a mother
and cub.
We continue over Tana Notch and descend the rocky slopes on the far side.
Turning a corner, we spook a small herd of mountain goats, which flee up the
valley. We set up camp nearby alongside a placid lake surrounded by glorious
fall foliage. Goats hover on the surrounding slopes. A large billy perches atop
a nearby rock outcrop and keeps an eye on us, long chin whiskers dangling
below his short curving horns.
From here, White Cross landing strip is only a mile away, separated by a
steep, thick alder-choked gully that marks the final leg of our journey. We’ve
got plenty of time, having banked an extra day into our trip to deal with
impassable weather or unexpected difficulties. The next day is exceptional, a
warm and sunny rest surrounded by wildlife and brain-popping scenery.
We take a short walk to the edge of the adjacent cliffs and look down.
The massive Tana River rumbles below us, flowing south from the glaciers of
the Bagley Ice Field. Gretchen descends ahead of me as we continue along a
small ridge. A golden eagle abruptly soars up from below, passing within feet
of her head. Its outstretched wings reach wider than she is tall. It spirals above
us and disappears beyond the surrounding peaks.
The next day we brace ourselves for the final descent as we drop into the
gully and soon enter thick and nearly impenetrable alders. Their outstretched
branches snag our packs, claw at our faces, reduce our visible world to a
few feet around us. We crawl, clamber, and curse through an interminable
half-mile of torment to finally emerge on the sandy flats of the White Cross
landing strip. It was the trip’s longest mile.
The site’s namesake cross sits in the middle of the clearing, a haunting
reminder left by the forgotten hikers many years ago. According to local lore,
the abandoned pair built a cabin in the nearby woods to survive the winter;
the small structure is actually marked on today’s topographic map of the area.
We can’t locate it. We are left with our own reflections, thoughts of despairing
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eyes scanning the skies for salvation that did not come. I never learned what
happened to them.
We do not share their fate, whatever it may have been. The next morning,
we hear the distant buzz of an approaching plane. It soon reveals itself to be
Gary’s swooping silver bullet of an aircraft on approach. He bumps down,
steps out, and smiles.
In March 2010, Gretchen and I welcomed our first child,
a son, into the world. We returned that fall to New England to be closer to
family, our days of deep wilderness sojourns temporarily behind us.
Big adventure in the Alaska wilderness requires commitment. It entails
significant expense and risk. To me, they are small prices to pay for the profound spiritual nourishment provided by true wilderness.
More significantly, adventure in Alaska requires time. Time on the order
of weeks, not days. And time is the most precious—and limited—commodity
of parenthood. Some people do take their young children into the deep backcountry for camping adventures, but to me it’s not worth the intense logistics
and greater risks. I instead focus my time now on the once-in-a-lifetime experience that is parenthood. Alaska will always be there, but children change
every day. Now is their time.
Yet Alaska gets in your head, gnaws at your soul. Wilderness is a portal
to truth, a glimpse of pristine reality. Few places in the world offer such vast
windows into such magnificent, untouched landscapes. Our trip to WrangellSt. Elias lingers intensely in my memory today, beckoning my return. I have
no doubt I’ll be back.

Matt Heid is the author of several outdoor guidebooks, including AMC’s
Best Backpacking in New England. He writes an Appalachian Mountain Club
blog, “Equipped.” He lives in Framingham, Massachusetts, with his wife and
two children.
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Night Hike
We go by voice and touch through dark woods,
lights switched off, no moon, our feet
feeling for path. The way opens up, traced overhead
by a trail of starlight in the canopy. Come
to a field we find our way by the whisper of prairie grass
to the left and right, the fireflies rising on either side.
Down steep ravines, fallen tree trunks block our way
and each of us waits to warn the next in line.
A single flashlight stays switched on to show
the rocky steps, then switches off. The blind eye
finds darker patches ahead that might be legs,
a pale swatch of shirt, or foxfire flowing ghostly
in a log, pale stripes of birch, stars shifting restlessly
in the water of the pond. Ahead, something moves;
nothing that we can name, but the sure body
steps forward into the nothing that we can see.
Robin Chapman

Robin Chapman is the author of seven poetry books, most recently The Eelgrass
Meadow (Tebot Bach, 2011). She is the recipient of Appalachia’s 2010 Poetry Prize.
Her poems have appeared recently in Atlanta Review, Dalhousie Review, Prairie
Schooner, and Southern Poetry Review, among other journals.
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Why Alaska?
A sudden job offer changed a woman’s life
Debra McKinney
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G

oing to Alask a had never crossed my mind. Unlike many
who transplant here, I was not one of those kids who grew up on Jack
London stories and fantasies of crossing frozen landscapes wrapped in caribou hides while poised like a warrior princess upon a wolf-powered sled.
The only reason I ended up here is because the phone rang one night at my
place in Missoula, Montana, and instead of one of my housemates, I got to
it first.
The woman was trying to track down a couple of friends of ours who’d
been hired by her company to stake mining claims in Alaska. They weren’t
around, but somehow she and I stayed on the phone and started chatting and
laughing and generally hitting it off. Then she tossed me a proposition:
“The crew is short one person. Would you be interested?”
	I wish I could say I didn’t have to think about it, but I did. The first
images in my head were of small planes crashing. Then of big bears. Then
of precipitous mountains. Then of small planes piloted by big bears crashing
into precipitous mountains. Still, I knew that if I turned this opportunity
down, I’d better have a good reason. I came up with one. I’d just started a
new job as a waitress at the Old Spaghetti Factory. That one good reason not
to go was the same good reason I had to. I had a degree in journalism and was
working as a waitress at the Old Spaghetti Factory. So my first day of that job
was also my last.
	I spent that spring and summer hopping out of helicopters alone in the
middle of nowhere, surveying along a grid and staking claims every quartermile for a minerals exploration company. At the time, I wasn’t thinking about
any implications this might have for the land. I was in my 20s and having the
adventure of a lifetime. When moments after I’d climbed out, our helicopter
crashed on a mountainside and we all had to be rescued, I didn’t take it as a
sign to bail; I took it as something to write home about. Same when I had
my first bear encounter inside our kitchen Quonset hut armed only with
mosquito repellent.
After three field seasons in various Bush camps from the Interior to the
Alaska Peninsula, I considered myself seasoned. But Alaska time doesn’t
count until you’ve stayed a winter. I got a job at the Anchorage Daily News
and planned to stay for two years max. That was in 1984.

With scenery like this (near the Toklat River in Denali National Park), the author began
to feel that the lower 48 seemed pedestrian. JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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	I found stories here of people and places unlike any other. People like
Cordova’s “mayor” of Hippie Cove, a man who came from privilege but spent
the last 11 years of his life immersed in his own anthropology experiment,
living off the land as a prehistoric man. Places like Ferry, a cabin community
with train tracks running through it and a long-standing Fourth of July
tradition of mooning the 5 o’clock northbound train, exposing white-haired
Princess tourists to the other kind of Alaska crude.
The paper sent me by snow machine to a remote, abandoned orphanage
north of Nome to write about its past, by dog team into the boreal forest
beyond Talkeetna to write about living off the grid, by plane to Yakutat to
write about a fishing guide who was so cantankerous that when he got stabbed
in a bar fight, the town rallied in support of his assailant.
But I found more here than other people’s stories. Alaska has given me
a trunkful of my own. Once you’ve witnessed a current of caribou parting
around you in the Arctic Refuge, once you’ve ridden a wave in a kayak after
a glacier calves in Harriman Fjord, once you’ve walked through the Valley of
Ten Thousand Smokes, life Outside, as we call the lower 48, feels pedestrian
and predictable. Especially for those who seek places asphalt doesn’t go.
Winter chases off a lot of people, but my first one cinched it. I’d become
inseparable from the land and the kinds of people drawn to it.
	I could think of one good reason not to stay—distance. I was far from
family and all its trimmings. That one good reason not to stay was the same
good reason I had to. With distance comes freedom from convention. If I
burn the Christmas turkey in my cabin’s wood-fired oven, my kindred-spirit
Alaska friends aren’t going to give a rat’s patootie. And in the summer, if my
husband wants to mow the cabin lawn naked, there’s not a single person
around to offend.
Life in Alaska is like driving along a lonely back road. When you have
enough space all to yourself, you tend to ignore the yellow line. Here, no one
thinks ill of you for it.

Debra McKinney is a fourth-generation journalist, the great-granddaughter,
granddaughter, and daughter of the former publishers of the Hillsboro (Oregon)
Argus. As a writer for the Anchorage Daily News for many years, she won many awards.
She was also part of a team that won the Pulitzer Prize for a series on the impact of
alcoholism and despair on Alaska Natives.
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Observation Tower #1
Pico Bonito, Honduras
12 January 2010
A cold neblina drips down through
the canopy, falls on our lookout tower,
on the ginger flowers below us
that shine like red eyes in the gloom.
A dark, furry animal flows downslope,
followed by another, a third, then
a young one, now several larger adults.
All glide soundlessly under
the glistening rainforest leaves, long
snouts, with tails trailing straight behind.
These are coati, a small foraging group,
moving mirages. I forget to breathe.
Down the hill, through the trees they shuffle,
disturb a pair of white-breasted wood wrens,
that call once, then lapse into silence
and the deep perfume of afternoon rain.
Marcyn Del Clements

Marcyn Del Clements visited northern Honduras to snorkel on Utila Island, and
watch birds at Pico Bonito. She lives in Claremont, California and is a frequent
contributor to Appalachia.
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A Wolf Called Romeo
He was supposed to have gone
Nick Jans
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O

f course, the wolf had come to us, and had initiated
contact with our dogs. But that fact didn’t eliminate responsibility.
He was supposed to have gone weeks before—felt some distant urge, lost
interest, drifted back to his world. Did he stay on because of us, or would
he have chosen to stay, regardless of what we did or didn’t do? Could we,
and should we, do what we could to send him away? Staying could well be
a death sentence. We ran at him, yelled, waved, and threw chunks of hard
snow, which he dodged with easy grace. The next day, there he’d be again, as
if nothing had ever changed. Perhaps if every person who had contact with
the wolf had done the same, it might have driven him off; but I doubted it
then, and even more now, and more again whether his leaving would have
prolonged or bettered his life. For reasons we could only surmise, he was
determined. He had chosen his place to live or perhaps die, and the rest was
up to us.
	I found some small comfort in this reflection: As far as practical matters
went (and wild creatures tend toward the intensely practical, as a matter of
survival), he wouldn’t likely starve himself to socialize, especially with animals
not his species; he must have found country to suit his needs and enough prey
nearby to not just sustain himself, but make a good living. Hungry wolves,
like all living things, can’t afford the luxury of play, and, like humans in that
same situation, do desperate things—eat dogs, for example; maybe even
attack people. Instead, this animal appeared well fed, glossy-coated, sociable,
and relaxed as a wolf could be. But neither his ability to survive nor his desire
to interact with dogs (and by default, people as well) was less an issue than
where he’d chosen to do it.
	No doubt, the wolf had become more visible. He soon adopted the early
morning habit of curling up out on the ice, a few hundred yards out from
the Big Rock, less than a half-mile from our door—a perfect, central vantage
point for watching all comings and goings. Dogs and skiers came and went
from parking lots and trails radiating out from that end of the lake, a steady
trickle or flow of people depending on the day, doing what they’d always done
in the Recreation Area: play hockey in front of Skaters Cabin with the kids,
train for a cross-country ski race, hook up for a dog walk with a friend. But
now things had changed. There was a wolf—sometimes unseen, or a distant
A black wolf oddly started hanging around people, taking up residence near the home of
Nick Jans in Juneau, Alaska.  nick jans
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shape against the trees, but at other times, a huge, wild presence folks couldn’t
ignore, trotting out to exchange pleasantries with the family pooch. Though
so far there hadn’t been a whisper of trouble, it could change in the blink of a
raven’s eye.
When a picture of the black wolf splashed across the front page of the
Juneau Empire, the jig was officially up. With the flick of a camera shutter
and the thunk of a printing press, whispered secret and rumor morphed
into a howling, breathing, flesh-and-blood reality. The glacier wolf, as some
called him, swirled as a citywide topic of conversation in checkout lines at
SuperBear Market, the Alaskan Bar, and Thunder Mountain Cafe. Now that
people were talking, we discovered we’d scarcely been so singularly sneaky;
others had been biting their tongues just as we had, imagining themselves
as guardians of their own secret wolf. He’d actually been around on and off
for at least six months, a fleeting vision to some, and an increasingly regular
sight to a few. A patient of my wife Sherrie said he’d seen a black wolf in the
Dredge Lake trails that previous late spring, trailing him and his dog. A wolf
had been spotted that fall crossing the nearby shooting range, of all places
(just how smart was he?) and along Montana Creek Road, a mile or two as
the wolf trots from our house. Fellow Juneau writer Lynn Schooler had seen
him along the lake shore in mid-November, a couple of weeks before our
first sighting. A guy I met skiing told me the wolf often had shadowed him
and his two Labs in their early morning walks. Then there was that woman
down the street who had watched a dark, large husky-shepherd mix of some
sort cross her yard—now she realized, not a dog at all. The stories continued
to pile up, and for every one we heard or heard of, there must have been
dozens more.
At first, public knowledge of a wolf in our midst scarcely seemed to affect
the lake scene. Most Juneauites took his presence right in stride. This was
Alaska, after all. If they saw a wolf, fine, and it became part of the outing, not
a reason for coming or staying away, but an added bonus. Some people didn’t
bother to look, and didn’t care much if there were a wolf or not, as long as it
didn’t affect them. Others, thrilled by the rare chance they saw, took it, and
became black wolf junkies—a steadily growing, ad hoc club whose members
came in all ages, shapes, and sizes. A few of those qualified as outright worshipers, holding a crown of perfection above the wolf ’s unsuspecting head;
others—including biologists, naturalists, pro and amateur photographers,
and a wide net of citizens ranging from state legislators to store clerks and
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mechanics—came with their own hopes to see or hear their first wolf up close
and maybe collect a few pictures. Yet another crowd perceived quite another
wolf, and the first grumbles emerged. Nothing distilled yet, but you could
sense what some were thinking. A wolf, so close to houses, children, and pets?
Something should be done. And what that something might be was a topic
of ongoing discussion, both in public and private.

Nick Jans is the author of nine books and many articles on the outdoors, politics,
and natural history. He also writes poetry and fiction and is a nature photographer.
He and his wife, Sherrie, live in Juneau. He returns often to his home of 20 years,
the Inupiaq Eskimo village of Ambler. This essay is an excerpt from his forthcoming
book, A Wolf Called Romeo (Houghton Mifflin, date to be decided). Romeo did not
meet a happy end. For more about the book, see www.nickjans.com.
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Covered in Ice
A landscape too large to see
Blair Braverman

W

hen I worked as a dogsled guide in Alaska, I came to know
well the kinds of questions that tourists asked—to predict them,
even. I’d load up my sled, then drive groups of two or three people in a
loop around the lower tongue of Norris Glacier, where I lived in a cluster of
tents with my co-workers. There were usually several minutes of silence at
the beginning of each ride, as the tourists settled into their surroundings—
took in the dark mountains, the ice field, the sky as shifting and colorless
as water. Then, as we rounded the first bend, they would twist in their
seats, turn to me. What were the dogs’ names? they wanted to know. Did
they like to run? Often people would point out the dog in the team that
most resembled their own pet at home, hoping, I think, for a sense of
connection in a foreign landscape.
	Next came questions about me, asked in a lower, more intimate tone
of voice. How old was I? What was it like to be a young woman working
mostly with men? I was 19 at the time, and often older women asked me how
I met my “female needs” while living on the glacier. Once I’d stuttered an
answer, and the surprise wore off, I realized that the women’s questions were
less about me than about themselves. They were trying to imagine living in
a place like this, wondering how they would manage, if it was even worth
the daydream.
What people really wanted to know about was the glacier itself, though
they rarely brought it up before the end of the tour. First, they needed a period
of simply being there, on all that ice, between the mountains, amazed. It was
impossible to stand on the glacier without a feeling of intense vulnerability,
and I think it was this unacknowledged vulnerability—this sense of smallness,
even helplessness—that finally let people ask their questions uncensored,
in the way that a small child will ask whatever occurs to him without
embarrassment. “Where does the white go after the snow melts?” I was asked
once by a solemn man from South Africa, who had never before crossed the
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equator. He kept digging his hands into the snow, packing it together, and
dropping the snowballs suddenly, as if testing to see if gravity still worked up
here. “Is the glacier healthy?” people asked, earnestly. “What’s the ice made
of?” “Can you cut a hole and go fishing?” Or, pointing to crevasses, “Did you
make those cuts in the ice?”
Until the practice was forbidden by our manager, the guides kept a list
of such questions, scrawled on a sheet of yellow paper in the kitchen tent. It
became a game, a challenge: Who would receive the most bizarre question?
It was a way to make fun of outsiders, and, in that sense, unfair, because it let
us pretend we weren’t all outsiders.
	In the seven months that I lived on that glacier, I don’t think I stepped
out of my tent once without catching my breath, momentarily stunned at the
size, the depth, the clear blue desolation of the landscape before me; then, just
as quickly, I had to turn off my reaction, to move on to whatever job needed
doing. The glacier was a half-mile deep: can you even imagine? Ice straight
down, cracked like shattered glass, blue not from minerals, as many suppose,
but because its own weight so compacts the ice that most light simply vanishes
into it. But you can’t live like that, knowing at every moment what’s beneath
you. You’d tip from the vertigo. And so to function, we learned to block our
sense of wonder, lest it become more than we could stand.
Perhaps my favorite tourist comment came from a New Yorker, an elegant woman with black leather gloves. She shook my hand graciously after
her tour, but her smile was false, thin. “It’s just—” she started, then sighed.
“I came up here so excited about the glacier, you know? And I thought I’d get
to see it, but everything’s too covered in ice.”
	It was a comment begging to be put on the list, the kind of thing we’d
have chuckled at for weeks when we passed it on our way to meals. But at
that moment, it struck me hard. Because it expressed perfectly how I felt—
how I’d felt for months without realizing it. That I could never really see the
landscape for the force of it all. The glacier itself was too much to see, too big
to let yourself see, and instead there was just rock and sky and ice, more ice,
ice everywhere, endless.
The woman was waiting for my response. Then she sighed again. “Maybe
I’ll get to see a glacier somewhere else,” she said, almost to herself. “I bet
they’re really something.”

Blair Braverman is a candidate for an MFA in the University of Iowa’s Nonfiction
Writing Program.
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Orcas, British Columbia
We reach Sharpe’s Bay, two miles north of Lund,
below Desolation Sound. A houseboat
that’s always moored, our cabin has long legs,
and the tide passes under our bed.
Late one afternoon our landlord Wendy
whoops, “Whales ’round the corner!”
We scramble to the skiff and out over
Johnstone Strait. She’s right. Slick,
arching tons spray, whistle, blow;
six foot fins dip, rise like surging
pennants, titan knights of an ancient order.
Then a disappearance, empty surface,
only the tinted leanings of the sunreflected water, all sea a mirage.
Quick as a quake, one erupts front
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of the bow, twenty-eight feet of glossy
black-and-white fires from red-gold
waves, lifts up until blue opens
between flukes and water. Our skiff a toy,
boulder-width head, white lines of
bear-claw teeth—Crashes! Splinters the sea!
He knows precisely where we are.
Ruthless eaters, to us they are benign,
attacks on humans in the wild near
nonexistent. He offers wreaths of spray,
spectacular fonts of absolute absolution!
The orca plows the channel, breathes
like an ocean current, arcing high and low
past the still pulsing sundown
dissolving in darkening rose.
Clifford Paul Fetters

Clifford Paul Fetters has published poems in CrossCurrents, The Oxford American,
Poetry East, The New York Review of Books, The Seattle Review, OnEarth, The Willow
Review, 5AM, Rattle, Light, and many other magazines. He lives in Florida with his
wife, the novelist Debra Dean.

summer/FALL 2012 45

Appalachia_SF2012_FINAL_5.10.indd 45

5/10/12 8:23:40 AM

Who Led the First Ascent
of Denali?
Hudson Stuck, archdeacon of the Yukon
Christine Woodside

46 Appalachia

Appalachia_SF2012_FINAL_5.10.indd 46

5/10/12 8:23:41 AM

F

or many years, no one knew who he was because of the
controversies surrounding the ascent of the highest peak in North
America. The missionary who organized and led the first successful climb
of Mount McKinley, in June 1913, stands against typical climbing literature
that bursts with bold narratives of danger. Pushing against bitter conditions
toward the goal of reaching the summit, all climbers risk illness and death.
If they triumph by climbing the mountain, they later retell these horrible
quests to admiring audiences. The typical climbing narrative revolves around
the ego of the climber. That wasn’t true with the Rev. Hudson Stuck, a
humble Episcopal priest who cared almost nothing for his reputation.
	Stuck’s official title was archdeacon of the Yukon. His territory of outpost
churches and meetings spanned such a huge area that he spent most of his
time on dogsleds or riverboats trying to reach them. He climbed mountains
as a sideline. The understated way he approached the Denali expedition was
the opposite of the hoopla around Dr. Frederick Cook, the celebrity who
claimed to have reached the top in 1906, and who persisted in that claim
for many decades. Cook’s summit claim had fallen under a cloud of doubt
by 1913, and many climbers scrutinized his photos and the story he told in a
public battle that slogged on for years. The Stuck expedition remained a quiet
footnote in climbing history until decades afterward. This journal, and other
magazines including Harper’s, had devoted many pages to the Cook trip, and
to the subsequent discrediting of it. After the Stuck achievement, Appalachia
only noted in a few lines his election to the American Alpine Club, more than
a year later, in 1914.
	It’s odd that such an achievement, climbing the highest mountain in
North America, would go unnoticed in Appalachia, which then was the
official publication of the American Alpine Club. This comes from no lack of
interest by the journal. It comes from Stuck’s lack of interest in trumpeting
the story. Stuck did not think of himself first as a climber. He went to Alaska
to work as an Episcopal priest in an environment that would drag him into a
harsh climate and situation, traveling thousands of miles by dogsled or canoe
(depending on the weather) to preach the Christian gospel. He wanted to go
to Alaska because he believed the wilderness conditions would test him in his
work. For the sixteen years he worked and lived in Alaska, before his death in

The Rev. Hudson Stuck leads an Episcopal service in a remote Alaskan village, circa
1914. This photo appeared in Stuck’s book, 10,000 Miles with a Dog Sled.
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1920 at age 55, he remained an advocate of Alaska Natives and committed to
his work.
	Stuck’s life before the Alaskan period lay outside ordinary bounds of
conventionality, too. He was born in England, arrived in America at 17 after
tossing a coin—heads, he’d go to Australia, tails, he’d go to Texas—and worked
as a cowboy before attending the seminary at the University of the South in
Sewanee, Tennessee. He was ordained in 1892 and served at churches in Cuero,
Texas, and Dallas, where he was a popular dean of the St. Matthew’s Cathedral
from 1896 until he left for Alaska. He could have stayed in Dallas for the rest
of his life, probably. But he began to feel restless and too comfortable. Stuck
followed a popular line of thinking in the early 1900s known as “muscular
Christianity.” He believed that Christian faith ought to spread beyond the
organized churches, which he and others thought attracted more women than
men. The muscular Christianity movement stressed physical challenges and
toughness of spirit. (It was responsible for the founding of the YMCA.)
Stuck wanted a new challenge, and he’d read about the
Rev. Peter Trimble Rowe, the first bishop of the territory of Alaska.
“I design, quite frankly and honestly, to give some years of my life to the
work of the missionary field, and I want it to be hard and remote work,” he
typed on letterhead of St. Matthew’s Cathedral in a note to the Rev. Arthur
S. Lloyd, the domestic secretary of the Domestic and Foreign Missionary
Society, in 1903. Stuck wrote he was worried that the church appeared to want
a medical doctor rather than a priest that year at Point Hope, Alaska. His
brief letter showed his urgent desire to go far north.
“I have a feeling that some years of every clergyman’s life are rightly due to
this work,” he wrote, “and having no family ties or other hindrances, I propose
to give up parish work in the near future and satisfy my feeling in this matter. Alaska attracts me because I have conceived a great respect and affection
for Bishop Rowe, and have been touched by the hardships he has endured,
and his perfect readiness to endure them. I think he realizes one’s idea of the
missionary bishop.”
	In his applications, Stuck did not mention climbing, although it had to
be on his mind. He already had climbed Mount Rainier and in the Canadian Rockies. He was headed to a life not unlike climbing, though. He
wanted a challenge, and comfort and money didn’t motivate him. “The salary
mentioned by the bishop is fifteen hundred dollars a year, plus traveling
expenses. The bishop said that on this salary it was just possible to live on the
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Yukon,” Stuck wrote to a superior in 1904, when he hoped to leave his post at
St. Matthew’s and head to the far north. “I want enough to live on, but I do
not want any more.” His salary would equal about $36,000 now.
To understand how missionaries in the early 1900s thought
requires a wheeling back into the mores of the time, and this demands some
patience. Although I find some of Stuck’s descriptions of Alaska Natives’
life a bit patronizing, it’s very clear that his aim in going to Alaska was not
to “civilize” miners and Alaska Natives (a common line of thought in some
missionary groups at that time) but to spread the message of love and hope
in remote places.
	Stuck wrote derisively about what he called “sanctimonious terminology”
of missionaries who would tame the heathen out of their ways of life. He
found the Alaska Natives to be gentle, kind people with few advocates outside
of Alaska.

To reach his outpost churches in mining towns and Alaska Native villages, Stuck traveled
by dogsled over iced-in waterways. “No amount of clothing that it is possible to wear
on the trail will keep one warm while standing still,” he wrote. This photo appeared in
Stuck’s book 10,000 Miles with a Dog Sled.
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	In his book The Alaskan Missions of the Episcopal Church (Domestic and
Foreign Missionary Society, 1920), Stuck criticized anyone who thought
Alaska Natives practiced animism. “The ‘animism’ of the Yukon Indians was
a gloomy and degrading superstition,” Stuck wrote. He was firm that he
found no evidence of Alaskan tribes attaching a soul to inanimate objects.
Stuck did believe that Native peoples in the Yukon River area lived in fear of
the unknown. He wrote that they “lived in a constant dread of the baleful
activities of disembodied spirits,” and that villages he saw were equipped with
underground chambers where rites and ceremonies involving departed souls
took place. “Yet the people were not idolaters,” Stuck went on. “I have never
heard of images being worshipped; I do not think they had any notions of
worship, as other races entertain it, at all.”
	Stuck’s goal was to teach “that there is one God whose name is Love,” but
he did not want to strip away the particularities of the tribal ways of life. In
The Alaskan Missions of the Episcopal Church, he wrote that he was horrified at
“the havoc wrought by white men,” such as early bandits exploring the coast
of whom John Muir saw evidence in 1881: they had “died of starvation caused
by abundance of rum,” Stuck wrote, “which rendered them careless about
the laying up of ordinary supplies of food for the winter.” He railed against
the U.S. plans to start commercial salmon canning operations at the mouth
of the Yukon, because the Natives depended on salmon to feed themselves
and their indispensable dogsled dogs, without which they could not travel
in winter.
“The contemptuous dimission of all the little peoples of the world as
beneath the regard of the great races, or even a supercilious rating of them by
the white man’s own standards, does not seem to reflect the feeling of thoughtful men today as much, perhaps, as it did some decades ago,” Stuck wrote.
	Stuck criticized the attitude he perceived from federal officials in
Washington, D.C., about the Alaskan Indian tribes. In the missions book, he
quoted, with outrage, a U.S. senator he said had asked him once, “What do
your Yukon Indians contribute to the welfare of the world?”
He also railed against the government’s renaming of Denali—the
most common of the Alaskan Indian names for the mountain—after
William McKinley when he was still just a candidate for president. Denali
is an Athabascan Indian word meaning “the great one” or “the high one.”
Renaming it McKinley followed the advice of a gold prospector. “No voice
was raised in protest,” Stuck wrote in his book, The Ascent of Denali (Charles
Scribner’s Sons, 1914), “for the Alaskan Indian is inarticulate and such white
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men as knew the old name were absorbed in the search for gold.” Stuck also
criticized the naming of the adjacent peak, called Denali’s Wife, after U.S.
Senator Joseph B. Foraker of Ohio. Such names meant little in the shadow of
these grand peaks, he believed. Stuck said, “Simplicity is always a quality of
true majesty.”

The Climb
Just as he understood the Natives’ awe of “the great one,” Stuck harbored
a desire to climb it. When he finally asked Rowe for a leave of absence to
attempt Denali, Stuck was 49 and had worked in the missionary field for
eight years. He likely had read of the two earlier failed expeditions with great
interest, and wondered if he could do it. The year of the Stuck expedition,
1913, came before the public had resolved the legitimacy of the two summit
claims: Cook’s 1906 claim and that of the 1910 “Sourdough expedition,” a
group of miners from Fairbanks who had planted a spruce pole on what
turned out later to be the lower north summit.
Many later concluded that Cook had deluded himself into believing his
own fabrications. Belmore Browne, a climber who’d been with Cook before
his last attempt, published a book discrediting Cook. Cook never changed
his claim.
Stuck set out in spring 1913 with a small group of friends
and associates. He took his friend Harry Karstens, a postulant to the Episcopal
priesthood named Robert G. Tatum, and three young Alaska Natives. Of the
Natives, two of them were only 14 and 15 years old; the third was a 20-year-old
named Walter Harper who had helped Stuck in his missionary travels. Stuck
was eager for Harper to reach the top.
“He hoped his ascent would bolster respect for native Alaskans,” writes Art
Davidson in a preface to the reprinting of Stuck’s book The Ascent of Denali.
(Stuck’s book joins with two others in Denali: Deception, Defeat & Triumph,
The Mountaineers Books, 2001.) He also hoped that the federal government
would change the mountain name back to Denali. Stuck wrote (in The Ascent
of Denali), “There is, to the author’s mind, a certain ruthless arrogance that
grows more offensive to him as the years pass by, in the temper that comes
to a ‘new’ land and contemptuously ignores the native names of conspicuous
natural objects, almost always appropriate and significant, and overlays them
with names that are, commonly, neither the one nor the other.”
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To reach the mountain, Karstens
navigated their boat on the Kantishna and
Bearpaw rivers. The group then moved a
huge amount of supplies, using dogs and
sleds, to the beginning of the Muldrow
Glacier. The glacier runs between the south
and north peaks. The group found that
an earthquake had damaged the northeast
ridge. The team, especially Karstens, spent
dangerous traverses chopping out ice steps
on the way up. The rest of the mountain
wasn’t technically difficult, as Stuck put it,
but rather remote, large, and cold.
On the morning of June 6, the four who
would go for the top—Stuck, Karstens,
Tatum, and Harper—awoke at 3 a.m.
Everyone except Harper suffered digestive
uproars after eating Harper’s attempt at
homemade noodles the night before. It was
–21 degrees when they arose, but by the time
they set out at 5 a.m. carrying only altitudemeasuring instruments and lunch, it had
warmed to –4 in the sun. “We were rather
a sorry company,” Stuck wrote. “Karstens
still had internal pains; Tatum and I had
This portrait of Stuck appeared at
severe headaches. Walter was the only one
the beginning of his book 10,000
feeling entirely himself, so Walter was put
Miles with a Dog Sled.
in the lead and in the lead he remained
all day.” They climbed up to a horseshoeshaped ridge that would lead to the top. “Soon after we started, the grade got
so steep that we were compelled to zigzag,” wrote Harper in his diary. They
battled numb feet and shortness of breath as they climbed above the north
peak and set out to the last small ridge. “Walter, who had been in the lead all
day, was the first to scramble up,” Stuck wrote. “A native Alaskan, he is the
first human being to set foot upon the top of Alaska’s great mountain, and he
had well earned the lifelong distinction.” Karstens and Tatum were next, and
those three hauled Stuck, who said he was unconscious for a moment on the
“little crater-like snow basin” that makes up the summit.
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	Somehow they managed to shake hands and say a prayer of thanksgiving.
They then set up the mercurial barometer and its boiling-point apparatus
lit by a candle beneath. They established the elevation at 23,300 feet. Then
they ventured to look at the view. They were high enough to see Mount Foraker (which is hidden by Denali’s south peak most of the way up). “Beyond
stretched, blue and vague to the southwest, the wide valley of the Kuskokwim,
with an end of all mountains.” The skies were clear where they stood, but a
distant haze blocked a view they’d hoped to see of the junction of the Yukon
and Tanana rivers. From that spot, 150 miles away, Stuck had often looked
up at Denali while on missionary trips. To the south and east, a “tangle of
mountain ranges” fell away and merged with the distant sea.
“Yet the chief impression was not of our connection with the earth so far
below, its rivers and its seas, but rather a detachment from it,” Stuck wrote.
“We seemed alone upon a dead world, as dead as the mountains on the
moon.” He knew the scene was a rare one for any lifetime. And the group
knew they had to get down before they froze.
After the Stuck group had stood on the summit, they were convinced
that Cook’s story of reaching the top was a lie. Stuck wrote in The Ascent of
Denali that Cook’s narrative of the higher reaches “grows grandiloquent and
vague. . . . It is quite impossible to follow his course from the description
given in his book To the Top of the Continent. This much may be said: from
the summit of the mountain, on a clear day, it seemed evident that no ascent
was possible from the south side of the range at all. That was the judgment of
all four members of our party. Doctor Cook talks about ‘the heaven-scraped
granite of the top’ and ‘the dazzling whiteness of the frosted granite blocks,’
and prints a photograph of the top showing granite slabs. There is no rock of
any kind on the South (the higher) Peak above nineteen thousand feet.”
More than a year after Stuck’s party climbed Denali, a small notice
appeared in Appalachia (October 1914, XIII no. 2). It was a notice that he’d
been elected to membership in the American Alpine Club. “Hudson Stuck,
D.D., Fort Yukon, AK. Proposed by Harrington Putnam, seconded by Henry
G. Bryant, dated June 2, 1914. Denali (Mt. McKinley), June 1913. Victoria,
Lefroy (Canadian Rockies), 1904. Rainier, 1907. Colorado Rockies, Sierra
Blanca, Huerfano, etc., 1903. Sierra Nevada, 1901, etc., etc.”
The “etc.” should include the thousands of miles by dogsled Stuck traveled in
his life’s work. After the Denali trip, Stuck continued as a traveling missionary
throughout Alaska for eight more years. Stuck encouraged Harper, whom
he treated like a son, to attend college in Massachusetts. The two made a
six-month dogsled trip of 2,200 miles together in 1917, the same year Harper
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married a nurse and intended to move to Philadelphia for medical studies,
but the couple died on a ship that struck a reef. Stuck, devastated by Harper’s
death, continued to lead services around the vast territory of the Yukon. In
1920, after conducting a service inside a chilly church, as a doctor recalled, he
caught a cold he couldn’t shake. It developed into pneumonia, and Stuck died
in 1920 in Fort Yukon. “If it is God’s will that I go, then I am ready to go; I
think my usefulness is served—my work is done,” he told his doctor, Grafton
Burke. Dr. Burke wrote in a letter to John Wilson Wood, executive secretary
of the Episcopal Church’s missions department, that the Native Council in
Fort Yukon had carried Stuck’s body to the grave he had chosen, in the Native
graveyard. Wood announced that the Episcopal Church established a fund of
$25,000 to support St. Stephen’s Hospital in Fort Yukon. “Every friend of the
Archdeacon knows that no other work in Alaska was quite so near his heart,”
Wood wrote. Although Stuck’s place in history was atop Denali, his life’s
work lay in the lowlands.
Letter excerpts on pages 48 and 49 are reprinted by permission of the Archives of
the Episcopal Church, USA.

Christine Woodside of Deep River, Connecticut, is the editor-in-chief of
Appalachia.
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The Lagoon
A palette of rust—giltless goldenrod,
sticky burrs, fallen acorns broken,
cat-o’-nine-tails, ragged like bucks’ antlers
shedding velvet. Cracked milkweed pods
clinging like wounded birds, a few feathery filaments
waiting to break loose. Abandoned nests
exposed on bare limbs, remaining leaves countable,
the rest hustling down cracked pavement,
or waved to water’s edge, soon to be frozen under.
But still, tight white birch catkins, like raindrops
suspended, seeded. Wispy young pines rooted
in the esker. Chickadees’ persistent comment
in the cold air, coots bobbing, mallards still paired,
swan parents circling with offspring ready for flight,
a noisy flurry of Canada Geese, chaotic, agreeing
only on south. The warm sun’s slight heat.
Today’s harvesting chipmunk, like me,
anticipating, faithful to the mostly unseen.

Ann Taylor

Ann Taylor of Woburn, Massachusetts, teaches poetry at Salem State University.
Her poems have appeared or will appear in Arion, The Aurorean, Ellipsis, The Dalhouse
Review, and others. Ravenna Press awarded her its first Cathlamet Prize for Poetry and
published her collection, The River Within, in 2011.
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Timber, Shotgun,
Boot, and Ski
Traditional meets modern at Gorman
Chairback Lodge and Cabins
Andrew Riely
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e don’t know what drew William P. Dean to the rugged
Maine forests in 1867. Perhaps the one-armed Civil War veteran
sought relief in the woods, exhausted by a brutal war. With the loss of his
arm, employment must have been difficult to come by. As the story goes,
he and his 10-year-old son constructed an octagonal building along the
edge of Long Pond, where Dean could be his own boss. A conventional
rectangular structure would have required relatively long logs, but with the
four extra sides, the walls were short enough so that Dean could handle
the timbers himself.
	In the wake of the Civil War, Americans pursued outdoor recreation in
unprecedented numbers. The shift in attitude had begun years before, but
growing ambivalence over industrialism and awareness of the country’s
shrinking frontier spurred Americans to deliberately cultivate self-reliance
and wholesome strength in the outdoors as never before.
The Octagon still stands, although only the top plates of each wall and
the framing members for the roof are original. Since Dean sold the camp
in 1888, it has gone through half a dozen changes in ownership and name.
Dean’s Long Pond Camp became York’s Long Pond Camp, then Chairback
Mountain Camps, among others. Today the camp is the Appalachian
Mountain Club’s Gorman Chairback Lodge and Cabins. Its new name
honors Leon and Lisa Gorman, who have enthusiastically supported the
AMC’s activities in Maine. (Leon is the chairman of L.L. Bean and grandson
of founder Leon Leonwood Bean.)
Gorman Chairback is the last of the three camps the AMC purchased and
reopened as part of its Maine Woods Initiative. Growing out of the club’s
Vision 2010, a plan to expand its mission of conservation, recreation, and
education beyond the White Mountains, the MWI moved the club into a
new role: land ownership. In 2003, the AMC purchased 37,000 acres from
International Paper—the Katahdin Iron Works Tract—and, six years later,
followed up with a second acquisition of 28,000 acres—the Roach Ponds
Tract.
	In August 2011, I visited Gorman Chairback for two nights to explore
how the old Dean camp has changed. I found layers of human and natural
history far older and more complex than I had anticipated. The region
around Gorman has undergone a series of profound shifts since European-

Gorman Chairback Lodge and Cabins, seen from the water.

ANDREW RIELY
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descended colonists first came to the land in the seventeenth century.
These early Americans killed and drove away the region’s indigenous
population, causing a reshaping of the sylvan landscape. First, around the
edges, farmers converted the intervales to pasture and tillage. They were
succeeded by the powerful reach of American industrialization, which
swiftly gathered the natural resources of the Maine Woods for its mills
and factories. Even then, the loggers, or rather the men who employed
them, turned to the woods for sport—hunting and fishing, in particular—
to relieve their cares. Each layer of history, I found, is embedded in the cultural
and physical landscape around Gorman Chairback. Today the new ethic of
conservation and recreation leaves its own mark.
The new AMC property is a magnificent swath of forestland. Long and
thin, it abuts and is bisected by the Appalachian Trail. Dozens of ponds and
streams scatter the region, and one of Maine’s most famous landmarks, Gulf
Hagas, a strikingly deep and narrow gorge, is adjacent to the east. Gorman
Chairback forms part of a chain of camps ideal for multi-day backcountry
travel, whether in summer or winter.
The others are Little Lyford Lodge and Cabins, Medawisla Wilderness
Lodge and Cabins, and West Branch Pond Camps. (The AMC does not own
West Branch Pond but coordinates reservations with the owners.) Today, the
Octagon is only one of eight outlying cabins (four more are in the works) from
the main lodge. When construction is complete, Gorman Chairback will sleep
64. By backwoods standards, it is a luxurious retreat, offering a considerable
degree of privacy and comfort. Cabins sleep anywhere from two to seven,
and visitors need not bring sleeping bags, as each is outfitted with fully made
beds. Propane lights, rustic furniture, and the sound of waves lightly lapping
against the shore create an atmosphere highly conducive to reading and
napping. Guests may borrow canoes and kayaks and paddle in Long Pond. In
the winter, woodstoves in each cabin, a sauna, and radiant heating make the
camp a snug refuge.

Long History of Human Use
It is tempting to imagine W. P. Dean and his son hacking the Octagon out
of raw wilderness, but the region around Long Pond actually has a long
history of human use. According to Fannie Hardy Eckstorm, a noted Maine
historian active in the early twentieth century, Long Pond was part of the
Piscataquis-ah-wangan, or Indian route, between coastal Maine and Quebec.
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The Octagon, originally built in 1867, still stands at Gorman Chairback Lodge and
Cabins. Only its roof framing and top plates of each wall are original. In the late 1860s,
William P. Dean built the structure with eight short walls so that he could handle the
timbers himself. Today, it is one of the outlying structures. HERB SWANSON

In Abenaki, wangan refers to the provisions and gear brought on a journey,
whereas ah-wangan denotes the carrying itself. In later years, loggers adopted
the term to signify the boats bringing their own supplies along the river.
During both eras, the easiest way of getting through the forest—at least
during the warmer half of the year when the ground was wet and the air thick
with mosquitoes and brush—was by water. Thus, the Abenaki “ah-wangan”
ran up the Piscataquis River to Sebec River, up Long Pond Stream to Long
Pond, and then to Moosehead Lake via the ponds now known as Trout,
Hedgehog, Brown, and Big Wilson. Here, portages were frequent. From
Moosehead, the route continued on to the West Branch of the Penobscot
River and the height-of-land, then down the Rivière-du-Loup and Chaudière
to Quebec.
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Before encroachment by colonists,
this route served as a means of trade,
communication, and occasionally warfare
among the Abenaki. During the seventeenth
century and until the end of the French
and Indian War in 1763, the Abenaki and
other northeastern tribes (most famously,
the Iroquois and the Huron) were drawn
into the rivalry between the English and
the French, with devastating results.
The watery highway became a path
of attack for tribes allied with the
French, who wreaked havoc among
the English colonists and who themselves
suffered
many
retaliatory
raids.
The frontier was steadily drained of
its native inhabitants. Eckstorm, in
a 1924 issue of Sprague’s Journal of Maine
History, writes of “heavy scalp bounties,
ranging from twelve pounds for a male
Indian under twelve years of age to forty
pounds for an Indian man, with higher
prices for captives taken alive.”
General James Wolfe, commander of
the
daring British assault on Quebec,
Keith Hodsdon in an undated
photo. The Hodsdon family was the had not been dead long upon the Plains
last to run a commercial sporting
of Abraham before the English colonial
camp on the property that became
authorities began to contemplate a
Gorman Chairback Lodge and
permanent road linking the French
Cabins. COURTESY OF KEITH HODSDON
Canadian capital with the thirteen colonies.
In 1763, the Treaty of Paris placed Quebec
securely in British hands, removing the threat of raids
by hostile Indians. The following spring, the colonial governor of
Massachusetts, Francis Bernard, sent a group of men, now known as the
Chadwick Expedition, to survey a route beginning at Fort Pownal (now
Fort Point) on the Penobscot River.
The expedition included twelve men: four colonists and eight members of
the Penobscot tribe. The leader and translator was John Preble, but because
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the head surveyor, Joseph Chadwick, recorded the journey, his name stuck to
the venture. According to Eckstorm, the large number of Penobscots suggests
that some accompanied the English to keep an eye on their activities, reflecting the unsettled nature of regional politics in the wake of the last war.
The men largely followed the old Piscataquis-ah-wangan, but their map
(reprinted in Eckstorm’s article) suggests a slight deviation in the vicinity
of Long Pond. Eckstorm does not mention this discrepancy, yet to my eye,
it appears that Chadwick’s party did not follow Long Pond Stream its full
length. Instead, they deviated west before reaching Long Pond, portaging to
bodies of water marked Hollogongo, Allegongermess, and Aroagongermes
on Chadwick’s map (probably Indian, Rum, and Wilson ponds). This
path is more direct than the traditional route but would have compelled
longer carries. Thus, if my analysis is correct, although Chadwick did pass
through the immediate vicinity of Gorman Chairback, he did not actually
paddle across Long Pond.
Chadwick’s notes for the region, beginning at what is now Lake Onawa,
read as follows:
OBERNECKSOMBEK Pond
has a Vary Remarkable Mounton the
which Serves to Rectefie our Reckeoning
about 50 miles Eich way—
On the Northly Sied of this Hill Lays a
Good being like Enterval Land the Soil is a Brown
Loum with sum Sand at 2 or 3 feet depe
Trees Large Elems & maples. On the higher
Land Bech & black Birch Trees &c
Lays in the Lattetude of 45 13"
And 86 miles Computed from Fort Pownall
The mountain Chadwick refers to is Borestone Mountain, just west of Lake
Onawa, and the fertile “Enterval” later became Bodfish Intervale, named for
the early settler Samuel Bodfish, who convinced eleven other families to move
to the area in the 1830s.
Chadwick and Preble did reach Quebec, though because of discrepancies in
the two maps produced by members of the expedition, Eckstorm believed that
the other two Englishmen turned back at Moosehead Lake. The idea for the
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road itself was shelved as colonial preoccupations shifted east, and Chadwick’s
account languished until Eckstorm’s remarkable research unearthed it.
Central Maine was quiet for the subsequent few decades, but American
independence and the advent of the Industrial Revolution unleashed
forces that began to transform Maine’s forest hinterland by the beginning
of the nineteenth century. The Pine Tree State (part of Massachusetts until
the Missouri Compromise of 1820 ushered it into statehood) had become
renowned for its timber early in the colonial era, when its tall, straight, and
strong white pine were prized by the British Navy for masts. By 1691, it was
illegal to cut any pine greater than 24 inches in diameter, and the government
had hired several surveyors to cut on such trees a “Broad Arrow,” marking it
as the property of the King. Settlers all over the Northeast, who needed the
good lumber themselves, deeply resented and often flaunted the law. In his
history of New England logging, Tall Trees, Tough Men (W. W. Norton, 1999),
Robert Pike speculates, “The King’s Broad Arrow Policy did more to cause the
American Revolution than the Stamp Act and the tea tax put together.”
Most trees along the road to Gorman Chairback today are softwood—
balsam fir and red spruce, with a few hemlocks and plenty of hardwood
paper birch sprinkled in. These trees, although beautiful in their own way,
were once more scarce. They grew beneath old stands of white pine, some
of which, sources from the Colonial era tell us, grew more than 200 feet tall
and 10 feet across. A tall stand around the lodge itself, though not reaching
these massive proportions, evokes something of the old giants. Clearly, these
residual white pine were allowed to grow up even as the surrounding forests
were logged, starting with the pine and then moving on to the smaller, less
valuable trees.
Even as the timber companies worked to extract a profit from the land,
they observed the cultural shift that led many Americans into the outdoors
during their leisure time in the 1850s and following the Civil War. Timber
company owners realized there was money to be made by leasing out a few
choice properties on their lands. Even if the profits were relatively small
next to what they stood to gain from their logging operations, the owners
or important shareholders could retreat to their camps for a relaxing few
days of angling or hunting. Moreover, the leases often included clauses that
excused the timber companies from liability if they carried out cuts in the
surrounding forests or raised the level of an adjacent lake to allow a log drive.
In the meantime, companies allowed the stands in the immediate vicinity
of their camps to flourish, and even though the leases passed from owner
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to owner, many camps endured, along with the surrounding trees. Thus,
Gorman Chairback’s white pines tower over its cabins, and just a few miles
away, an enormous (by eastern standards) stand of white pine has survived for
more than 150 years by a long-decayed cabin known as The Hermitage.
James Draper has found plenty of evidence of the old camps while paddling
or wandering the pond shores. Draper is a retired designer of surveillance
satellites and longtime AMC member who built his own camp 45 years ago
on an island on Long Pond a mile or two west of Gorman Chairback. Clay
potshards are particularly numerous now because the old guides would cache
supplies of lard, liquor, and the like, easing their loads when they were actually
out in the woods with clients in tow. These days, sportsmen are thin on the
ground, according to Draper, who interrupted his gardening at his house in
Newton, Massachusetts, to sit with me for an hour or two. “When we moved
to Long Pond in 1965, we’d see fishermen every day. Now, we see far fewer.”
W.P. Dean’s Long Pond Camp was not the only lodge built on that body
of water in the second half of the nineteenth century. By some measures, the
region was less remote in the late nineteenth century than it is now, as the
growth of the Katahdin Iron Works, only a few miles east of Long Pond,
created a population center considerably closer to the pond than exists today.
The local indigenous tribes had long used the iron ore, known as “bog iron”
because of its formation in decomposed plants and organic acids in the soil
on nearby Ore Mountain, to make red paint. Moses Greenleaf, an early
American settler in the region, recorded that the Penobscots called the region
Mun-a-lam-un-gun, meaning “very fine paint.”
In 1824, Greenleaf forged a horseshoe from the local ore and
sent it the Maine legislature to encourage development. Investors took note;
by 1846, after a succession of smaller companies tried their luck, the Katahdin
Iron Works Corporation (KIW) took over smelting operations. Eventually,
it ran a 55-foot-high blast furnace, fueled by charcoal produced on-site by
a line of kilns. Now, at the old site across from the KIW checkpoint on the
road from Brownville to Gorman Chairback, only one furnace and one kiln
remain, but in 1880, according to J.W. Worthington, writing in the June 1939
issue of Appalachia (XXII no. 3), the KIW produced 2,000 tons of iron each
year.1 One ton sold for as much as $47, and the operation sustained a village
Worthington’s article appeared in advance of the Appalachian Mountain Club’s annual
August Camp, which that year took place on the KIW land.

1
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During the 1920s, York’s Long Pond Camp (one of the forerunners of the AMC
Gorman Chairback Lodge and Cabins) advertised abundant fishing and rest for “the
health-seeker.” It was one of many sporting camps that advertised in magazines.
AMC LIBRARY & ARCHIVES

of 196 people. The hotel, stable, store, sawmill, gristmill, and various other
buildings have since burned and been subsumed by the forest.
Teams of mules once hauled both the iron and wood necessary to the
operation to the kilns and furnaces. The Bangor and Katahdin Iron Works
Railroad, which became known as the K.I. line, reached KIW from Milo in
1882, providing rapid access to the rest of Maine and the Northeast. Regional
tourism flourished: by 1900, 35 lodges, hotels, and sporting camps operated
within 40 miles of Gulf Hagas.

Golden Era of Hunting and Fishing
The hunting and fishing in those days must have been superb. Seven years
after buying Long Pond Camp in 1888, the new owners, Albert Brown and his
wife, Edith, built four additional cabins and opened the place to the public.
Even then, a small band of caribou, numbered at 32 in 1898, still roamed
what is now the southern section of the AMC KIW Tract near Caribou Bog
and Benson Pond. Once part of a herd counted in the thousands, the caribou
were gone by the early 1900s, though their legacy lives on in dozens of place
names across northern Maine. According to Draper, hunters could even ship
their fresh kills out via the new Canadian Pacific Railroad, which connected
to the Maine Central Railroad in Brownville Junction. “You could put a red
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flag out at Morkill [a few miles west of Long Pond], load your meat there, and
have it shipped down to Boston.”
Among the many authors to celebrate this golden era of hunting and
fishing camps was Holman Day, a Colby College graduate and author of
such titles as Kin O’Ktaadn (1904) and King Spruce (1908). His poem, “Come
Up and Fish,” contained in the former, ends:
Keep your ear out, city neighbors! Just the moment that she breaks
We will keep the wires buzzing with the tidings from the lakes.
Ah, to hear the reels a-purring. Don’t you see the taut lines slish?
But be patient! Soon we’ll hail you: “Ice is out; come up and fish.”
Day built his own camp across the cove from Gorman Chairback; apparently,
he even entertained the Hollywood magnate Cecil B. DeMille, whom he had
met while writing screenplays in Hollywood. Day’s camp is long gone, but
from the dock at Gorman Chairback, you can still see the cliffs over which
Day and his guests would hang their kills to drain them of blood.
During the 1880s and 1890s, the Bangor and Piscataquis and the Bangor
and Aroostook Railroads took over the Katahdin Iron Works line, but it was
discontinued in 1922. Operations at KIW had shut down in 1890, the easily
accessible iron ore played out, whereas the vast deposits of the Mesabi Range
in Minnesota could be manufactured into iron and steel far more efficiently.
Meanwhile, logging endured as a significant driver of the regional
economy. Records of timbering operations from the nineteenth century
are scarce, but KIW was an important stop on the tote roads that led to
more northerly lumber camps on the Allagash River and west and east
branches of the Penobscot River. Although the timber companies relied
on rivers to float the logs to their sawmills, they used such roads during
the winter for communication and to move oxen, men, and supplies to
the camps.
The KIW region, as well as Long Pond itself, may have been devastated by
the Piscataquis Fire of 1832, which passed through the Gulf Hagas area while
consuming 832,000 acres—5 percent of the state’s forestland. Worthington's
1939 Appalachia article concludes:
If so, the lumbering industry, which played so important a part elsewhere in
the history of the State of Maine, must for many years have been in abeyance
in this region. There are some reports of old charred pine stumps, and it is an
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interesting speculation whether the abundant birch of the early ’40s, of a size
suitable for making charcoal, which proved to be the moving factor in the
establishment of the iron industry, was not the second growth which followed
the fire. Probably K.I. was never itself the scene of great lumber operations.

Whatever the fire’s path, succession eventually restored the forest, and with it,
the appetites of the timber barons. Gulf Hagas’s narrow proportions preserved
the fine lumber upstream for many decades, but in 1879, the Pleasant River
Dam Company, led by its president, Joab Palmer, resolved to blast out the
narrowest sections with dynamite. In six weeks, Palmer’s crew widened the
bottleneck from 8 to 27 feet, allowing Palmer and several other smaller outfits
to send nearly 80 million board feet of lumber down the Pleasant River over
the next six years.
A couple of decades later, another notable logging operation operated for a
few years on the south end of the AMC KIW tract. In 1908, Joseph Ray, originally of Ray, Minnesota, purchased Township 7, Range 9 (T7R9 NWP on
government maps), which includes Gorman Chairback in its northwest corner. Four years later, he began construction on a town at the southern end of
Caribou Bog, between Benson and Roaring Brook mountains. Here, at what
became known as Ray’s Town, Ray built two mills, the larger for softwood
and the smaller for hardwood. Unusually for a Maine operation, he preferred
to ship his lumber to market via railroad, so he extended a line two and half
miles south from “Ray’s Mill” along Caribou Brook to an intersection with
the Canadian Pacific. At the other end of town, the rails ran as far as the north
side of Indian Pond.
Like most operations, the loggers cut their timber during the winter. They
were mostly active on the flanks of Barren and Roaring Brook mountains,
from whence they skidded the logs down onto the frozen pond. When the ice
went out in the spring, a boom held the logs until they were pulled to shore,
where they were loaded onto the railroad cars and hauled to the sawmill. One
year’s work yielded 3 million board feet.
Ray’s Mill was short-lived, however, because the mill complex burned
down in 1916. Despite the payout from insurance, the Indian Lake Lumber
Company, to which Ray had leased the operation in 1914, decided that too
little good timber remained to justify rebuilding. The population, once 400
strong, dwindled, and in 1919, the Ray Lumber Company sold its land. Little
now remains of Ray’s Town save a few foundations.
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Long Pond, too, was the site of major logging operations. The Seaboard,
St. Regis, Champion International, and International Paper companies all
owned the former Ray Lumber Company land during the twentieth century,
and major logging operations continued until the 1980s. On big cuts, such as
one performed by St. Regis on Barren Mountain in 1948, the loggers would
build a dam at the top of Long Pond Stream to flood the area. Then, after a
winter of cutting and sledding the wood down to water’s edge, they would
boom the wood across the pond. By this time, they were cutting pulp—
4-foot-long softwood logs used to manufacture paper rather than boards. A
decade later, cutting along the ridgeline of Third and Fourth mountains was
so heavy that it discouraged visits to the sporting camp below. Even today,
says Draper, the bottom of Long Pond is thick with sunken pulp.
Later on, the river men used steam- or gas-powered boats to haul the
wood, but in the early days, they used a capstan winch mounted on a raft, or
headworks, to warp the logs across the pond. A capstan winch is essentially
an enormous spool attached by a thousand-foot-long hawser to an anchor.
The process was incredibly laborious: as Robert Pike relates, twelve to fifteen men would wait by the capstan. They placed an anchor in a boat and
dropped it ahead of the raft, at which point the men would push on the capstan bars, around and around, until the headworks reached the anchor. Then
they repeated the process. It probably took at least a day to boom a full load
from one end of Long Pond to the other.
The timber operations affected the water quality of Long Pond. The slag,
detritus leftover from logging, clogged the lake and dirtied the bottom, making
it, as a longtime resident of KIW, Sarah Green, described to Draper in 1965,
a “mudhole.” Since he began visiting the pond, however, several beaches have
reemerged. Among other factors, he credits the local moose, whose footfalls
break up sticks and stir up the organic matter covering the bottom along
the shoreline.
The most recent shift in the Long Pond area’s economic orientation began,
albeit slowly, in the 1930s, with the opening of the Appalachian Trail. Although
the trail now descends from Chairback Mountain more or less directly toward
Gulf Hagas, its original route swung west, past the “beautifully situated” York’s
Long Pond Camps, according to the 1934 Guide to the Appalachian Trail in
Maine (published by the Appalachian Trail Conference). The trail builder, a
registered Maine Guide named Walter D. Greene, was also a Broadway actor
who appeared in seventeen plays between 1901 and 1936.
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A guest at the camp celebrates her catch during a 1958 vacation.

AMC LIBRARY & ARCHIVES

It was not long before eager “Appies,” as AMC members used
to call themselves, flocked north to travel the new Appalachian Trail. In a
1934 article in Appalachia, “South from Katahdin” (XX no. 9), AMC member
Ronald L. Gower wrote about a club excursion to the region. After meeting
Governor Percival Baxter, who suggested the AMC build a hut on Katahdin,
the group of eighteen summited Katahdin and then moved south, eventually
passing along the Pleasant River tote road (in those days, the AT made use
of many backwoods roads). Gower wrote of this section, “At The Hermitage,
a fine set of camps belonging to the pulpwood company which controls this
section, the caretaker ferried us across the river. He seemed glad to see and
talk with us, travelers being rare in this region.” The party stopped at York’s
Long Pond Camps for the next two nights.
The group visited Gulf Hagas, where Gower noted that although the gorge
had been popular with tourists half a century earlier, it was “neglected and
forgotten.” The locals were astonished by the club members’ pacific interest
in the place:
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The people in this section think of their woods in terms of three things only—
pulp, hunting, and fishing. It is still beyond their ken that folks will travel far
for solitude and scenery. In fact, one old fellow was so amazed at our lack of
arms and tackle that he made it a point to cross-examine everyone in the party
as to why he was there!

Gower and his companions ended up spending a third night on Long Pond
because of a complication with their accommodations at their next stop,
Bodfish Intervale. In the meantime, they scaled the peaks of the long ridge
to the south of Long Pond. Gower’s description might well describe the
walk today:
The views are extensive from the peaks and ledge-outcroppings, with many
small ponds like bits of glass in the dark green of the forest. As this section
is overlong for one day, it is broken by a blue trail extending from the sag
between Third and Fourth Mountains down to the western end of Long Pond,
where we found a comfortable camp with all in readiness for us.

The AMC recently resuscitated that path as a blue-blazed side trail. The AT
shifted to a more direct route north in 1983, but the restored Third Mountain
Trail provides direct access from Gorman Chairback to the ridge. I hiked
along it to the AT and thence to the summit of Third Mountain during my
stay. The day was wet and cloudy, so I saw little of the surrounding country,
but the forest, at least, was a vivid collection of greens and browns.
During the hour or so I walked on the AT itself, I passed several thruhikers, each eagerly anticipating the summit of Katahdin less than 100 miles
distant. Like the White Mountain huts, Gorman Chairback offers a workfor-stay program, allowing thru-hikers to complete chores in exchange for
meals and lodging. At dinner the first night, I sat next to “Hightop” and
“Boomer,” who, in their 50s and footsore after a rough week in the 100-Mile
Wilderness, had chosen to pay full price and marinate in relative opulence.
The AMC plans to expand the trail network, extending a loop south
beyond Third Mountain to circle Indian and Dam ponds, where canoes and
kayaks would allow hikers to break up their ramble with a paddle. While
I was at Gorman Chairback, a trail crew was busily rearranging rocks
by the lodge’s dock, building up the shoreline to prevent erosion.
During the day, the other guests were either out on nearby trails or
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vigorously paddling on the lake, but I observed only one fishing. Still,
Gorman Chairback’s decorations celebrate its past as a sporting camp. Several
outlines of fish, drawn in thick pencil on birch bark and now framed, line
the walls. “Square Tail Trout, 13 in, 5 lbs, caught by Nat Sturgis, Age 10, July
3, 1936,” reads one inscription. “Caught June 3rd, 1943, Long Pond, 13 lbs,
By C.C. Wells.”
The AMC is serious about providing a boost to the local economy—Rinard
told me that four of the six people working at Gorman Chairback during
my visit were Mainers. Bryan Wentzell, the AMC’s Maine policy director,
detailed a myriad of ways that the AMC reaches out to its neighbors, both
economically and socially. Perhaps most ambitiously, the AMC hopes to bring
every student in Piscataquis County onto the MWI land three times before
graduation. During construction on Gorman Chairback, the AMC sourced
its labor and materials locally, and it encourages guests to rely on local fishing
guides, restaurants, and outfitters. A troop of Boy Scouts from Greenville has
even adopted an MWI trail. Wentzell, who is chair of the Piscataquis Tourism
Development Authority and sits on the board of directors for the Piscataquis
Economic Development Council, noted that the AMC does not allow ATV
trails on its property—like other landowners in the KI-Jo Mary Multiple Use
Forest. “For years,” Wentzell emailed me, “people have been able to drive
and snowmobile pretty much anywhere they wanted. We don’t have that
policy—we have specific trails where we allow snowmobiling, so that is a
change.” AMC is working with snowmobile clubs to separate snowmobile
trails from ski trails.
Perhaps most strikingly, the AMC is carrying out selective logging
operations on the property, using sustainable harvesting techniques. Walter
Graff, AMC senior vice president, said that the club manages the KIW tract
on a 50-year plan, contracting with Huber Timber Resources. The plan is now
being updated to include the Roach Pond Tract, and it includes a 20,000-acre
ecological reserve that is closed to all vehicles and logging. Thus far, the harvest
has targeted beech trees afflicted by Beech Bark Disease and softwoods, with
the average annual yield amounting to 6,000 to 8,000 cords. The revenue
offsets property taxes, logging, and road maintenance and construction on the
MWI land.
Graff acknowledged the difficulty of cutting timber while providing
a wilderness experience for guests. Timber management will be a new
experience for many guests. The management plan initially focused logging
on the region of the KIW tract south of the AT, but in 2010, cutting began on
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patches considerably closer to the AMC camps. Rinard mentioned that he was
developing a “forestry classroom” program to teach guests about the interplay
between forest and wildlife ecology and sustainable forestry. Graff concluded,
“Our entire project is designed to conserve this magnificent landscape and lift
up the local economy. We strongly believe that healthy communities go hand
and hand with landscape-scale conservation.”
The current extent of use on the new AMC property raises interesting
questions about the future of the central Maine landscape and even the nature
of the AMC itself. As Draper puts it, “Gorman is a tremendous opportunity
to think about things we [the AMC] haven’t thought about yet.” A bearded,
sardonic fellow, he mentioned that he hopes the camp will be “a pioneer in
the value of the night sky.” Northern Maine is one of the few places in the
eastern United States where light pollution has not obscured the stars. Considering the landscape’s ecological history, he offered, “It would be really nice
to have a herd of caribou swimming along across Long Pond.”
A resurgent herd of caribou; a multilayered night sky—these emblems of
wildness cannot endure without a well-informed public that understands the
risks of forest fragmentation. Let us hope that those who visit this area are
inspired to value the working forest, the history of the region, and the land’s
wild qualities.

Andrew Riely teaches geography at the National Cathedral School in Washington,
D.C. He details his explorations, in cities as well as in the backcountry, at http://
gullivers-nest.blogspot.com/
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Mountain Voices

Bill Arnold
A life exploring and rescuing in the White Mountains
Doug Mayer and Rebecca Oreskes
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Introduction
Nestled between the rugged Northern Presidentials and the wild Kilkenny
Range to the north, perhaps no town better represents the spirit and landscape
of the White Mountains than Randolph. High alpine cabins and shelters are
within walking distance, and in the valley lies what is said to be the densest
network of trails anywhere in the United States.
Bill Arnold spent his summers in this unique setting, wandering the
trails around town, in an era when allowing your child to take risks and
experience independence was more acceptable than it is today. “It was great.
We just walked everywhere. You’d go right where you wanted on the trails,”
says Arnold. “We had friends in the valley and we’d just shoot down the EZ
Way or Bee Line and come home at the end of the day. And our parents—
I don’t know if they knew where we were or not. We didn’t get in trouble, and
certainly we were in good shape.”
Those childhood walks on the trails were just the beginning. Arnold
became the youngest caretaker ever for the Randolph Mountain Club. That,
in turn, led to seasons with the Appalachian Mountain Club, at Pinkham
Notch—including the great winter of 1968-69, when the snow never seemed
to stop. There was so much snow, avalanches were a common occurrence, and
the crew at Pinkham resorted to running a snow blower on top of the lodge
roof. From there, it was on to backcountry patrol for the U.S. Forest Service
and seasons spent fighting forest fires out west. “Being a Forest Service ridgerunner was right up there on the list of great jobs,” says Arnold.
Through his many years in the backcountry, Arnold maintained a lifelong
commitment to search and rescue in the White Mountains, while also working
to foster a sense of self-reliance among hikers.
What follows is in his own words.

I

was born in Medford, Massachusetts, in 1946, but we
moved to Cincinnati, Ohio, when I was 3 years old, and I have a lot more
memories of there. I went to various schools in Cincinnati and Dayton, Ohio,
and even Niagara Falls, New York, and I went to college at Paul Smith’s in
the Adirondacks for a semester. I studied forestry.

Bill Arnold at the Randolph, New Hampshire, Fire Department.

NED THERRIEN
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We had been coming to Randolph to this house since the summer before
I was born. My father was an Episcopal minister. When he was in seminary,
my father had bad hay fever and he had a professor who said, “Oh, you ought
to go up to the White Mountains. They don’t have any allergies up there. I
go to this little town called Randolph and I have a house there. You ought to
go up.”
	So my parents came up here and they stayed at what’s now the Grand
View Lodge and ended up buying this house in 1939. That was the end of the
Depression and I know they got it cheap.
	So I’ve been coming up here summers all my life. I became really good
summer friends with another kid up here, Peter Bowers, and we spent a lot of
time hiking and a lot of time fishing. Jack Boothman would send us to these
secret fishing holes—we were maybe 11, 12 years old—and we were allowed
to go up to Castleview Rock alone. This was in the late 1950s. [Editor’s note:
Boothman was a resident of Randolph, a North Country fixture, and a friend to
all in the community.]
	It was great. Especially as we got to be teenagers, we basically just had the
run of the town. Before we could drive, we just walked everywhere. You’d go
right where you wanted on the trails. We had friends in the valley and we’d
just shoot down the EZ Way or Bee Line, and come home at the end of the
day. And our parents—I don’t know if they knew where we were or not.
They didn’t really seem to care much. We didn’t get in trouble, and certainly
we were in good shape from being out on the trails. We’d go hiking a lot,
go fishing.
The hotels were around when I was a kid—the Mount Crescent House
and the Ravine House were going. They were the center of things. Some of the
little summer homes never even had a kitchen. They would take their meals
at the Mount Crescent House. We’d get our mail there. The post office was in
the valley and the Boothmans would pick up the mail from there and bring
it up to them. We’d eat meals at the Mount Crescent House occasionally.
That was kind of a big deal. They had the buffet every Saturday night, and
Jack Boothman would always save the end slice of the ham for the RMC
Crag Camp caretaker, who used to be down on a Saturday night.
My mother and my sister and I would come for the whole summer. My
father didn’t have his whole summer off, so he would fly—back then you
could fly right into Berlin—or he would take the train because the train
would stop right here at Randolph station.
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Becoming a Caretaker
When Peter Bowers and I were 15, we spent a big part of the summer up at
Crag Camp. It was a great, great place to be in the summer. Ash Campbell,
Jr., was the caretaker there, and we were up there a lot of the time. We helped
cut the firewood for the stoves, painted, and did a lot of work. We put some
money in the kitty, but we did a lot of work, too.
There were no radios then. We used flashlights. We’d all go out on the
porch at 9 o’clock, put all the flashlights together and flash down to the valley.
Our parents would be down in a car and we’d see the headlights blink back
and forth and then they’d know we were up there safe and we’d know that
they were down here.
Ash was supposed to come back as the caretaker of Crag Camp in the
summer of ’63, but at the last minute, he didn’t. I can remember very well
the day getting a letter from Klaus Goetze saying that Ash had turned down
the job and that they decided that they would offer the job to Peter and
me together. [Editor’s note: Klaus was longtime RMC president. To this day,
the club is run by volunteers.] We were only 16, but somehow Klaus figured
two 16-year-olds would equal a 20-year-old or something like that. We were
offered the job at $20 a piece per week.
	I can remember getting the letter and just being—just wild. What more
could you want when you’re 16 years old back then? Being the Crag Camp
caretaker was better than being the president of the United States. I mean, it
was like right up there with God—you just had all the power in the world.
You were away from your parents, but then close enough so if you got in
trouble, they were here—and all your friends were around all of the time, and
there was a lot—I don’t know if status is the word but—it was just the best
job in the world, and no one was nervous about us being up there.
There was no Gray Knob caretaker and that was the first time RMC had
two caretakers. We kept an eye on Gray Knob and the Log Cabin and the
Perch but we stayed at Crag Camp. I went up there in mid-June and stayed
up through the summer. Peter and I would alternate days off so I was up there
alone some of the time.
We didn’t collect money. Back then, you didn’t have to pay. There was a
metal box bolted to the wall, and it had a sign over it with a picture of a cat
that said, “Please feed the kitty.” So part of it was to get people to donate
money and keep it clean and neat, and there were projects that had to be done
like painting and patching, putting the roofing cement on the leaky roof and
cutting firewood.
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Handling the crowds was probably our weakest spot because we were
young. Back then, you got a lot of the camp groups. It was crowd control. I
can still remember the biggest night we had was 38 people. People sleeping on
the tables, under the tables, in the kitchen, on the woodstove—I mean, you’d
pack ’em in everywhere.
A couple of times we had some minor rescues. The way you do now, where
a group will come in late and say, “Oh, we’ve got two more people up there
someplace and we don’t know where they are.” We’d go out with a Coleman
lantern and we’d find them. It’d be cold and windy and wet, but even at 16,
we knew our way around the mountains so well that we could find them.

Packing for RMC
After we caretook Crag Camp, I spent a couple of summers helping RMC out
on the trail crew, when somebody was sick or they needed somebody extra.
When RMC remodeled Crag Camp and Gray Knob, I did a lot of packing of
the materials: flooring, roofing, shingles. Everything went up on your back—
there were no helicopters then. This is back when AMC was still using the
mules. We talked about mules. Decided it would be pretty hard getting them
up the Spur Trail, and I think the higher powers decided people—teenagers—
were cheaper than mules anyway. We got paid maybe 35 cents per pound.
	I probably did three summers of that construction packing. I’d start out
with maybe 50, 60 pounds and then get up to 80 and then go over 100 probably
two or three times a week. A hundred pounds would take me probably three
and a half, four hours. Then I’d rest a little bit and have lunch and then come
down in 45 minutes.
We’d pack from Coldbrook Lodge, the home of [Jack and Gwen] Boothman. They had a scale at the camps and the caretakers were in charge of
weighing the loads when they got in, and they’d keep track and let the powers
in the valley know how much everybody packed. I was pretty much the main
packer. My goal through that whole time was to carry more than my weight
up there, which I eventually did. I carried up a cast iron sink and a pump and
a bunch of other stuff. I weighed 115 pounds and the load was 132.
After that summer, I went to Paul Smith’s College, but I had to leave, due
to health issues, which I had all through school. They really flared up and I
thought, “I need to get out of school and just get my act together.” The school
said, “You can come back any time you want, but you need to get healthy.” So
I found myself sort of wondering what to do next and ended up here.
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Arnold leads friends up Mount Adams, winter 1971.

JON FRUEH

Life at Pinkham
I went to Pinkham to work for AMC in late summer of ’67, after just sitting
around a bit. Of course, I had worked for the RMC and I knew the White
Mountains. Bruce Sloat [AMC huts manager] hired me, saying, “When can
you start? How about tomorrow?” I said, "OK." Back then they’d pretty
much hire anybody anyway, and if you actually knew where you were in the
mountains, well, that was a big plus.
The very first job at Pinkham was working on a dam on the Cutler River
that used to be for hydropower. It was full of boulders. Sid Havely was on
construction crew and he gave me the task of going up there and sloshing
around in the pool, and hauling these rocks out. It was hard work. I always
remember my first day’s work and thinking, “Well, is this what it’s going to
be like?” But this was September now, so the huts were just closing. Back then
you’d do breakfast at Pinkham for the guests, then we’d close a hut and come
back and work supper.
The summer hut crew thing was not for me. I learned when I started
working at Pinkham in the wintertime in ’67, the winter crew at Pinkham
were very, very different people from the summer hut crews. To a point where
there was friction. The summer hut boys would come up at vacations and
want to stay in the crew quarters at Pinkham while we were living there.
They’d be up partying and carrying on—I mean, I don’t blame them; they
were on vacation. We weren’t.
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The scene at Pinkham then was way, way, way different from now. We
all lived together. It was all like family, which isn’t to say we all got along.
It was a lifestyle of just living with a lot of different kinds of people—
no matter whether you got along or not, you had certain things that had to
get done. Marty Child was the hutmaster at Pinkham when I started. But,
after November, Marty said, “I’m leaving. I’m going to New Zealand. I’m
out of here.” I said, “Okey-dokey, I can be hutmaster.” I’d been there only
what—two or three months? But, the hutmaster’s job was just to make sure
everybody was doing everything.
Four or five of us did the basic meals and lodge work. There were Bruce
and Mary Sloat, and two cooks, Mel McKenna and John Chadwick. A few
others would come and go. The AMC had a hard time hiring then. Bruce had
a deal with Antioch, and they’d get two or three or four students from there
who would come in and work for three months at a time, then they’d leave
and a new busload would come in. Commander Marvel would meet them
out front with his gun strapped to his side—“Welcome to Pinkham.”
Commander Marvel: I could go on for days about him. He was assistant
manager of the hut system, under Bruce. He always insisted that he be called
Commander. His name was Robert Marvel. But, after a while, I didn’t think
twice about it. He was Commander Marvel. He was a retired navy commander,
from Bartlett, I think. He was sort of the authority figure for us kids, and
that didn’t always sit very well with us. He had worked down in Antarctica
as a commander of a base. He was very, very, very, very conservative, which
was an interesting mix, because there weren’t many other conservative people
working at Pinkham.
He must have started in ’65 or so, and he left in the early ‘70s. But he
made a big impression. We had “Der pans” in the huts, and “Der barrels,”
both named for the Commander. Der barrels were 55-gallon drums that were
painted green. This was before carry in/carry out. There were huge crowds
in the spring on the weekends up in Tuckermans. They were way more out
of control than they are now. One job we always did every Monday was go
and empty the Der barrels into the truck. The barrels were right down in
the middle of the parking lot at Pinkham. They’d be emptied Friday, and by
Monday morning, they’d be buried in trash. It was actually a good job because
it was 99 percent beer bottles and every twentieth one would be full.
Kibbe [Glover] was there in those days, too. He was great. I feel sort of
honored because I think I was one of the relatively few people that could get
along with him. He had been in World War II. I guess he went through a
really nasty time on some islands in the Pacific.
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Kibbe loved the girls! That was back when Pinkham had a little snack bar
and coffee place. People would come in, sit down and actually talk and visit
and put up their maps and plan hikes. We sold coffee and sandwiches and
Kibbe was always hanging around there—that was in the Trading Post. He
was a good photographer and he’d find the pretty girls and come out and
start taking pictures—click, click, click. The trick was that most of the time
he didn’t have film in the camera because why waste the film? So then there’d
always be somebody that would be yelling, “Kibbe, you got any film today or
not?” And he’d go off grumbling.
When I was at Pinkham the Vietnam War was going on, and there were
guys who had gone off to Vietnam. I think the whole time they were gone,
some of them were thinking about coming back to the White Mountains.
Probably, in some respect, that sort of kept them going. A few of them would
come back to Pinkham even in the middle of the winter and want a job, and
we would try our very best to hire them back if we could.
We would hire them on which is pretty interesting because we were a pretty
radical antiwar group then and very much opposed to the war. But then you’d
get these veterans that would come back and you’d get to actually know them
one on one, and it was a whole different thing. Some of them were fine, and
some of them had all the classic symptoms that you read about—up all night
screaming and the heavy drinking, and they obviously had seen some really,
really bad things. Living in a group like that was probably as good a thing as
anything for them.

Joe Dodge
Joe Dodge [who had retired in 1959] came into Pinkham when I was working
there. He used to come up every Friday ’cause Mel McKenna was the cook.
Mel would make donuts every Friday morning, and Joe would come up and
get donuts and have a cup of coffee. Mel found out eventually that Joe was
feeding the donuts to his birds, and all of a sudden, he got cut off.
Right about that time [in 1969], they rebuilt the Trading Post. When
I started at Pinkham, it was the old log Trading Post, which was a classic
building. Of course, it was in rough shape. The roof would leak, and I can
remember on rainy days lining up buckets right on the front counter where
we worked, catching the water coming through the ceiling. The basement
was full of water, too. The building wasn’t big enough for the needs, but it
was really, really sad to see it go because it was a classic. It was a log cabin.
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It was kind of dark but the new building—and I still call it the new building—
certainly doesn’t have the same ambience as that old one did. The old Trading
Post was very, very welcoming and cozy.
There were bullet holes in the logs in the back of the dining room wall.
Apparently Joe Dodge and his friends after dinner would sit back with a
couple of drinks and shoot at the squirrels as they ran along the inside
of the logs. Even in my time, we were pretty horrified that such a thing
could happen.
Joe was retired, but he’d come up for a visit from time to time. It was great.
He was just like one of us going back and visiting now. He’d tell stories. He
was still Joe. Still kind of cantankerous, and he wouldn’t stay that long. He’d
have a cup of coffee and then head out. This was in the old log building, of
course. The new building was built in ’69. I remember Joe came in once when
the new one was built. Came in once. Had a cup of coffee, looked around,
and he never came back, as far as I knew. He probably did some time but not
that I saw while I was there.

1968–1969: The Big Snow Winter
The winter of ’68-’69, it just snowed and snowed and snowed. I was staying
in a little house at the end of Mount Crescent Road [in Randolph] on my
days off, and it was like living in a cave. The windows were buried. I had
steps going down into the door and I had to duck my head under the little
porch roof.
Roofs caving in was the big issue that winter. At Pinkham, we shoveled
and shoveled and shoveled. We hired extra people to shovel. They hired a big
front-end loader to bucket out the snow in the parking lot. It kept getting
stuck, so they had to have two so one could always pull the other one out. We
had a snow blower up on the roof of the lodge that we put up on blocks so
we’d just shovel snow into it. This was two stories high, but it got so the banks
on the side were so high the snow blower couldn’t even blow off it. Eventually,
it died because we were working it so hard.
There was just no place to put the snow. Wildcat [Ski Area] was shutting because the gondolas were hitting the snow. They’d have to dig them
out. It just kept coming and coming. There was some kind of rescue every
Sunday, and some in between. It was all hands on deck. There were some really
wild rescues.
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	I went from early October of ’68 ’til mid-June in ’69, working in the
snow the entire time because I was up working for AMC in Tuckerman’s a
lot in the spring. We’d do breakfast at Pinkham, then go up. We had huge,
huge crowds. This was before there were any camping regulations. There
were people drunk all over the trails, camping everywhere, just piles and
piles of beer bottles all the way up the trail. We’d go up mid-week with
garbage bags on because it was a nice day for a walk. So you’d take your
garbage bag and fill it with beer bottles. This was before carry in/carry out.
There were a lot of people, and conditions were so different from what
they were used to because of the snow. I’m glad I was young because I can
remember being completely exhausted at the end of every weekend between
the big crowds coming up and the rescues.

Search and Rescue
I started getting into search and rescue during the winter of ’68–’69 while
I was working at Pinkham. I’d done a little bit with the RMC, but when
you’re at Pinkham, you’re the only show in town—that was it except for
Forest Service at Tuckerman’s. Brad [Ray] and Rene [LaRoche] were up at
Tucks. [Editor’s note: Brad Ray’s story appears in “Mountain Voices,” Appalachia,
December 1999, LII no. 4.] It was basically the two of them. So whenever
anything was going on, it was AMC. You’d never think twice about not
going on a rescue. We’d leave one person at the front desk to work the
phones and the cook and that was it. Supper for the guests would be late,
or the cook would fix the meals, and the guests would just wait on
themselves. There’d be dirty dishes when we got back, but you never would
consider not going on a rescue unless the conditions are just too bad, or
you were sick.
There was a school group from Phillips Academy, up on Mount Adams.
A poor kid just slipped and fell. Didn’t slide very far but he hit his head and
died. [Editor’s note: See Accidents report, Appalachia, December 1969, XXXVII
no. 4, page 657.] The group got him down. They broke into Madison Hut and
sort of laid him out there. Sent somebody down for help. It was on a Sunday
[February 9, 1969], during one of the many, many huge storms, just snowing
feet after feet. I can remember leaving Pinkham at dusk with a new Crew Cab
four-wheel drive pickup. Had it loaded to the gills with litters in the back and
everything. We met Forest Service and Fish and Game at Appalachia with all
this stuff. It was just snowing as hard as you can imagine.
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We started up the Valley Way and Paul Doherty [Editor’s note: “Mountain
Voices,” Appalachia, December 2002, LIV no. 2] was there. He was working for
Fish and Game and had a deal with Polaris snow machines where they would
give him a brand new Polaris snowmobile every year. It was the hot machine.
But, it just went 20 feet and he buried it and that was it. He was all upset.
Jack Boothman was there on one of his old snow machines, and just went
putt putt putt right up the trail. Jack and Paul were good friends but there
was a lot of rivalry over the snow machines. Jack got probably three-quarters
of a mile up the Valley Way before he had it buried. Then we came along on
snowshoes and eventually passed him.
We went up and brought this poor kid down. It was rough because there
was a whole school group and they were obviously very upset. We came back
to where Jack’s snowmobile had been and it wasn’t there. “This is the tree,
this is the corner!” We know it’s here. There wasn’t even a bump in the snow.
It was just completely buried in maybe four hours. We had to dig it out, then
haul it out. But that’s the way that winter was. It just kept snowing.
The biggest rescue, most tragic rescue certainly in terms of numbers that
I’ve ever been on, was the Cog Railway, which was in the fall of 1967. Something like 75 people were hurt and 8 people were killed. I was young. There
was a little kid who died that was like 3 years old and I can remember having
to pick him up. He was the age of my nephew at the time. That’s a lot when
you’re 21. That rescue was probably a life-changer for me.
We headed up the auto road with a truck full of litters, blankets, and
people. The first on the scene was the observatory, along with Doctor
Appleton, who was up visiting the Obs [Mount Washington Observatory]
that evening. It was pretty much AMC, and Forest Service sent a bunch
of people.
The truck kept overheating on the road because we had it so loaded down.
By the time we got up there, it was dark. We were up there most of the night
loading up injured people and then eventually bodies. They put the bodies
on a flat car to come back down on the train. I ended up spending the night
at the Observatory. Their phones were ringing off the hook. We went back
down to the site early in the morning with coffee and donuts. Rene LaRoche
and Casey Hodgdon [from the Forest Service] spent the night there at the
scene because there was stuff strewn everywhere. [Editor’s note: For Hodgdon’s
story, see “Mountain Voices,” Appalachia, June 2000, LIII no. 1.] Governor
[John] King came up the next day. I actually caught a ride down the auto road
with him.
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	I’ve been on a lot of rescues since then and five plane crashes, too. They’d
almost never turn out well, although one crash was over on Mount Cabot
where we took up hiking boots and walked them both out just fine.
We here in New Hampshire and the White Mountains, we’re very good
at search and rescue. People get hurt, we get them out and I can’t tell you for
sure how it compares with the rest of the country or the rest of the world,
but I think it’s pretty favorable and unfortunately, I think that’s part of the
problem. You know I’ve heard people say to me, “Oh well, if we get hurt, we’ll
just call you, Bill, or call the Forest Service or we’ll just pick up the phone
and dial 911.” They know someone’s going to come. I don’t know what you’re
going to do about it. Are you going to say, “No, we’re not going to go”? It’s
the same old question.
Cell phones have changed things a lot. They just made it way, way too easy
to call for help. I’m sure it’s part of the problem. In the olden days if you got
hurt, you didn’t really have any choice but to get yourself out of it. The very
last resort really was to send someone down for help. That’s all you had. Now,
the very first resort is just to pick up your phone and call for help. It happens
often enough now that people just get to thinking, “Oh, geez, it’s been two
hours. Where the hell have you guys been?”
	I think it has changed the experience. In my youth, part of being in the
mountains was that you were just out there on your own, and if there was a
problem, you dealt with it. That was part of the experience. That’s why you
went to the mountains or the woods. You were just one on one. With a cell
phone, it’s just all completely different. That’s not just here in the mountains,
it’s just the way our world is.
The big thing now is who’s going to pay for search and rescue. Certainly,
there’re more volunteer groups and more individuals than there ever have
been, but it’s also costing a lot more. Fish and Game certainly is more involved
than they used to be for whatever reason. When I was doing it, even twenty
years ago, you didn’t really think about the money. Somebody had to but it
was mostly all just volunteers. Of course, you’ve got a lot more fancier, more
expensive equipment now too.
	I think volunteers could be used more now, and I think there should be
a mechanism to at least make it easier to reimburse them for equipment,
and maybe mileage from the New Hampshire Outdoor Council. I think the
state of New Hampshire, just like any other state, should be ready to ante up
and pay for search and rescue. I mean, we’ve got the mountains. They attract
bazillion tourists and tourists are bringing in a lot of money.
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We’re talking about $150,000 a year for search and rescue—not really all
that much in the scheme of things. Whether you take it out of meals and
lodgings tax or take it out of the tolls, or take it out of your gas tax, or whatever—if we’re inviting these people up and we’re taking their money, one way
or another, then we have to ante up a little bit. It’s got to cost a little bit from
the state.
	I think the Forest Service needs to take a bigger role. I’ve said for years
that certainly that would be the most fair. If your federal taxes are paying for
search and rescue, then the guy from Massachusetts is paying as much as the
guy from New Hampshire, and that makes it a little more fair. The Forest
Service, one way or another, is in charge of the national forest, which is most
of the White Mountains. They’re charged with managing them. They should
be doing a lot more in search and rescue, both in manpower and financially.
They haven’t for years and years and years. I don’t think it will change, but
ideally it should.
	I don’t think a required hiker fee is really that doable. Partly because the
Forest Service already has one. So what are you going to do, require two
permits, one from the state and one from the feds? I think really the state
needs to cough up the money.

Going to the Forest Service
In the spring of ’69, I came back to the RMC. I worked at Gray Knob that
summer of ’69 and I went back to Pinkham in the fall of ’69. In ’70, I applied
for a job with the Forest Service. They knew me. I’d worked with Brad [Ray]
and Rene [LaRoche] on rescues and at Tuckerman’s. Back then at Pinkham
we had a policy that any Forest Service, Fish and Game, State Police, highway
crew—any of those guys—could come in for a coffee or a meal, anytime. I
applied for the job and got on as a seasonal. John Bailey was my boss and I
worked on trail crew, and we worked hard.
The first part of the summer was clearing blowdowns and brushing—a lot
of brushing—on Forest Service trails. And then the second part was erosion
work. We worked on the Valley Way, all the Carter trails, [Mount] Moriah,
Shelburne Trail. There were about four or five of us on the crew then. John
was in charge. I was sort of unofficially second in charge even though it was
my first year working with the Forest Service. I knew the mountains better
than any of the others.
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Arnold, second from left, rests on his 1971 winter hike with, from left, Gordon Campbell,
Chris Campbell, and Jon Frueh. Arnold later helped dismantle the metal Quonset hut.
JON FRUEH

	I went back to AMC in the fall of ’70, and in ’71, I went back with
the Forest Service, but now I was backcountry. They called us backcountry
ridge-runners then. Next to being an RMC caretaker, being a Forest Service
ridge-runner was right up there on the list of great jobs. You’d just hike around
the trails all day. There was a certain amount of trail maintenance. You’d have
a storm and there were trees down, then you’d take your ax with you and cut
them out of the way. Put up signs. Maybe repair bridges. Cleaning water bars.
Keeping track of the Quonset hut at Edmands Col [below Mount Jefferson].
Painting the yellow rocks on top of the cairns on the Gulfside Trail. The top
rock was always painted yellow with highway paint. It was always a windy
day, of course, when you were doing that. Anything that needed to be done
out there, we did it.
By now, we had radios and repeaters that sort of worked. Sometimes [the
equipment] worked, sometimes it didn’t. It was a little primitive. With a little
experience, you knew all the places you could talk to and from, and places
you couldn’t—which was most places.
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Marking Timber
There were a lot of Forest Service jobs that weren’t nearly as specialized as they
are now. They’d bring me on earlier in the spring and try to keep me on longer
in the fall. I became part of the timber-marking crew. That was great work.
	I learned that fall is the great time of year to be out in the woods. All of
us have been dealing with crowds in the mountains, one way or another,
whether you’re working in a campground, or backcountry, or whatever.
So then, all of sudden, you’re out in the Kilkenny with nobody around except
for the rest of the crew.
	I would start out tallying. We would have a crew of four, or five or six.
There’d be Brad and Rene and Norm [Rheaume, the timber marking boss]
and John Bailey, Bob Doyle, and there must have been a couple of others
maybe. It sort of varied from day to day.
The forester would lay out a sale—a certain area that was going to be
harvested—and he’d write a prescription on just what types of trees he wanted
selected from that area. Whether it was going to be clear-cut—which we did
a few [of ] then—or selective. And if it’s going to be selective, what are you
selecting? Then he would give you the spiel. The first day working on that
particular sale, we’d all get together and he’d tell you what he wanted. You’d
pay attention to it, but eventually he would leave and you would all look at
each other and say, “What did he say?” And it would either be, “Take it all,”
or “Take some and leave some.” We didn’t really dwell on it but we kind of
had a sense of what he wanted.
You’d wear these tally-whackers—counters—and with the saw logs, you’d
be calling them out all the time, counting the trees you’re marking. “Yellow
birch. Red maple. Sugar maple. Fourteen-inch.”
You’d paint the tree and you call it out and the tally person would be
marking it down in the book—in the cold and the snow and with cold
fingers. And then every certain number of each species, the tally person calls
out, “That’s a sample.” If that particular tree that you’d marked is a sample
tree, then you’d have to measure it. You’d figure the number of saw logs in it,
the number of pulp logs, any defects, and so forth, and that all got entered
in. And so, you’re getting an estimated value of the timber sale based on a
random sample of all the different species.
We’d always have a lunch fire in the cold weather. You would toast your
sandwich on the fire. We had our dogs with us. The dogs had packs on them
and they carried the paint. As they’d walk around, they’d shake the paint all
up—and if you needed more paint, you’d just call a dog.
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You’d go across the sale in a line. There was a certain amount of pressure
and a certain amount of yelling, because you’re expected to keep up with the
crew. Once you’d go across, you’d shift over, turn around and come back again
and so on, so you’re covering the whole sale, and if you got a sample, then
the whole line has to stop while you’re doing it. If it was cold, people would
be like, “Come on!” People would start yelling at you. Brad or Norm—they
could look up at a tree and click it right off. Some of us rookies, though, we
had to use a clinometer and other ways to measure it and you took a little
longer because you wanted it to be right. You had to be certified. You had to
take an exam every fall to test your ability.
Then the crew would get in the old argument about whether it’s a red
maple or a sugar maple or whether that is a defect or not. But, it’s really
good work.
The Forest Service would keep us on until the snow got too deep
because you’d have to stump mark the trees. [Editor’s note: A stump
mark is a paint line below the cut level that leaves proof, after cutting,
that the tree was meant for removal.] We’d come in at the end of the day
and they’d say, “Is the snow too deep yet?” Of course we’d say, “Oh,
no.” Because, if it was too deep, we’d get laid off. Eventually, somebody
would say, “That’s it.” It was usually around Christmas time. I did that
for years.

Young Adult Conservation Corps
Somewhere around ’78, the Young Adult Conservation Corps came in, and
I got hired on full-time to help run that program. I was full-time then for
three years. I think the crew were 16 to 24 years old. They’d show up at the
depot in Gorham every day. I think we had to average twenty people a day,
so we would hire more in the summer and less in the winter. It was kind of
your typical government program. It wasn’t real efficient. But, what is? We’d
have ten or fifteen kids right through the winter and we’d go out every day.
It didn’t matter how cold it was. We cut snowmobile trails. We cleared
wildlife openings. Timber stand improvement.
There were a few [participants] that had moved here from away, but most
of them were local kids. Some had done some snowmobiling and hunting,
but most of them really had never spent much time outside, certainly not
in the mountains. This was a whole new thing for them, even though it was
right in their backyard. We would teach them how to use an ax, to use tools,
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to run chain saws, how to dress in the cold, be able to work outside all day
long in below-zero temperatures and stay warm. Be able to work and come
back tomorrow and do it again. It was a good program, and it really did
get them out in the woods. I was still on the young side and I was going to
straighten all these kids right out and save them from all the perils out there.
Eventually I was just happy to settle on saving a few and the rest will be what
they be.
	I still see them around. I see them in town regularly and, to a tee, they’ll
ask, “How are you doing?” or “Oh, you haven’t changed a bit,” and they’ve
all changed and then they’ll say, “Boy, those were some of the best years of
my life. I know I didn’t like it then. I know I was the biggest complainer.”
There was some regulation that if you were supervising a certain amount
of people, they had to send you off for supervisory training. They would send
me off to these trainings, and I would ask, “Well, what do you do when you
got a half a dozen girls who are all lined up crying when it’s twenty below
zero?” or, “What do you do when two of the guys are fighting it out with
knives? You know, there’s blood all over the snow.” And “What do you do
when you come in from work on Monday and you ask where Joey is, and they
say, ‘Well, he’s in jail for three weeks but he’ll be back after that.’” This is all
stuff that happened regularly, so the training didn’t really help much. But it
was a good program, and then they eliminated it.

Fighting Fires
As part of working for the Forest Service, I got pretty involved with fire
fighting, going on western fires. The first one I went on—I think it was in
’76, a big, big fire on the Upper Peninsula in Michigan. With any of those
fires, there’s good times and bad times, but I really got hooked into that.
As much as they would send me on fires, I would go.
	I stopped because I turned 60. Bruce Sloat always used to say: fires and
search and rescue are for young people. I figured 60 is kind of getting up
there. I remember the last fire trip very well. We started in Utah and ended up
in Idaho. I did fine, but I was always the last one in line.

One of the Most Memorable Days
One memorable day with the Forest Service was in 1982 when there was a
great hold-up at Carter Notch Hut. This guy walked in. “This is a stick-up!”
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Geoff Burke—who I knew well from when I worked at Pinkham—was
up visiting one of the hut crew. Geoff decided to wrestle with this guy and
Geoff got shot. I knew Geoff and I knew he’d wrestle with anybody. [Editor’s
note: Burke’s leg wound was not life-threatening, but it, and the stress from the
event, dogged him for years. See Chris Stewart’s article in The Resuscitator,
newsletter of the OH Association, Spring 2005.] Meanwhile, at the same time,
there’d been a woman who walked into Wild River Campground and said, “I
was in a plane crash two days ago somewhere back there in the woods and my
friend, who was the pilot, is dead in the airplane.” So they said, “Well, where
is the plane?” She said, “Two days back there somewhere.”
	I came into work the next morning and was told, “Go up in the Carters.
We’re looking for a guy with a gun that just held up the hut, and if you see
a burned-out airplane with a body in it, we need to know about that, too.”
And I’m thinking, “I don’t really want to find either one, you know. It’s a
nice day. I don’t need to ruin it. I don’t need to get shot. I don’t need to find
bodies.” So, I go up the Moriah Trail to the top of Mount Moriah, and there’s
a group up there with a woman who is celebrating [climbing] the last of her
4,000-footers. They’re drinking champagne and having a great time. They
offered me some, and I said, “No thanks.” I asked them, “Have you seen
anybody with guns or any airplanes or—you know—anything out of the
ordinary?” And they answered, “No, nothing but champagne.”
	I eventually got a call on the radio that they’d caught the stick-up guy. I
guess he had a friend at Wildcat and the police did their police hunting and
caught him there.
The Forest Service found the plane. There was just a poor guy. He was
burned in the plane and I had to go in the next day and help carry him out.

Frontcountry and Leaving the Forest Service
After [the Young Adult Conservation Corps], I went back to seasonal work
for the Forest Service, back to backcountry and marking timber and more
law enforcement. They had me working at Dolly Copp Campground two
nights a week. I didn’t really like that at all. In the backcountry, I did law
enforcement, but it was all camping regulations. Every now and then, you’d
have a group that would be causing trouble somewhere out there, but you’d
deal with them.
At the campground, Friday nights were always the worst. You’d have people
driving up, setting up their camp, getting drunk. . . . There was vandalism
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in the bathrooms and just stuff that I didn’t feel I needed to deal with. I just
didn’t like that kind of work. I’d rather be out on the trail.
	I always used to say about my time with the Forest Service: “I’ll keep
doing this until it’s not fun anymore.” I could tell I wasn’t going to get on fulltime and that was always my plan from the first summer I started working
on trail crew. They’d bring in people from somewhere far away and I’d often
have to train them. Then, in the fall, I’d get laid off and they’d be there.
	So, I left the Forest Service in the late ’80s. I found a job with Dave
Fuller working construction, through the winter. I was always on the [Forest
Service] fire crew, though. I kept my fire qualifications up, signed on as a
seasonal and then they would call me.

Becoming A Different Kind of Caretaker
In the late ’80s, I started caretaking work in Randolph. A lot of the old houses
I worked on were Boothman cottages. John Boothman [Jack’s father] was very
much a developer, and he had it nailed. He owned a lot of land in Randolph,
and he would sell one or two or three lots a year only to the “right people,” in
his judgment. (This was around 1910 or thereabouts.) So now they’ve got two
college professors and then you’ve got a minister over here. John Boothman
would build the house and he would pretty much tell the people the house
he was building. The owner of Mount Crescent House needed water and so
did all the houses here on the hill, so he started the Mount Crescent Water
Company, which he built and maintained with his crew. Then you needed
something for all these people to do. He was one of the founders of the
Randolph Mountain Club. His crew built a lot of these trails, or maintained
them anyway.
	I ended up working for the descendants of the people Boothman built
houses for. These houses now have been passed down through the generations. Randolph’s unique and it’s because of the John Boothman factor.
They used to say we have more miles of trails per capita than any other
town. I don’t know. It’s a good story. There’s a lot of trails, any way you
look at it.

RMC Camps
[In] ’67, ’68, somewhere in there, the RMC decided that they should have
someone on the board of directors who was either a caretaker or a trail crew
member. I was the one. I’ve been on the board off and on ever since then.
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	Somewhere in the early ’70s, I was put in charge of the RMC camps.
[Editor’s note: RMC calls its two shelters and two cabins “camps.”] By then,
the use in the White Mountains was really picking up. There was more
and more use and abuse. There’d been talk over the years of RMC having a
winter caretaker. We were having people go up on weekends for a couple
of winters. They’d sort of collect money. Sometimes they’d spend the night;
sometimes not.
	I had thought long and hard over the years about having a winter caretaker
and had decided, in my mind, that it would have to be the right person.
The person would have to be kind of crazy. He’d be the first one to spend a
whole winter in a little drafty cabin on the north side of Mount Adams just
below treeline. That’s pretty rough. And I had gotten to know the guys in
the state park on Mount Washington because I worked for the Forest Service
and I was up there all the time. Mike Johnson was the manager. Mike Pelchat
was the assistant manager, and at some point later in the summer of 1976,
Mike Johnson said, “Geez, you guys ever thought about having a winter caretaker at Gray Knob?” And I thought, I know this guy. He’s crazy. And I was
right. I talked to the RMC board of directors and we came up with a salary
and hired him.
Turned out he’d never been to Gray Knob. I got an Ashley woodstove. Not
too, too heavy. His first trip, he started up there with a woodstove. He made
the turn at Mistake Junction, turned off Lowe’s Path, ended up at The Perch,
with a woodstove on his back. So he took sort of the long, scenic way to get
there. But he made it.
He had to be crazy, because he really had to be ready for anything. I mean,
we knew there were parties going on up there. So he had to be able to handle
parties, had to be able to handle the weather, had to be just ready to deal with
anything that came along.
	I’ve been doing radio call at 8 p.m. with RMC caretakers since 1976. There
are a lot of stories. But there’s a classic involving Albie Pokrob. He was caretaker at Gray Knob for quite a while. Albie is a great guy, so it’s easy to tell
stories about him. He’d gone several nice, clear spring days without seeing
anyone at all. I don’t remember the schedule we had him working then, but
they didn’t get days off as much as they do now. I talked to him once after he’d
gone several days without seeing anybody. “How’s it going, Albie?” “Oh, it’s
going pretty well.” “What’d you do today?” “Well, I went out for a hike and I
counted 200-and-something snow fleas in my footprint.” And I was thinking,
“Well, Albie, maybe it’s time for a day off.”
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Changes
In my mind, the big change over the years is that the number of hikers really
peaked in the ’70s or early ’80s. Back when you had heavy trail use and everyone was in Vibram-soled shoes, that caused a lot of environmental damage. If
you have less people, then you just don’t worry about it so much.
The biggest change I’ve seen is communication. And the biggest part of
that is cell phones. It’s not true just in the mountains—it’s everywhere. The
idea of just going off and not being in touch. People now, they’re just horrified
at that thought.
	Obviously there’s a lot more concern about the environment. I think some
of it gets a little over the top. When I worked the first summer at Crag Camp,
back into the mid-’60s, you threw your garbage over the edge of King Ravine,
and most of the AMC huts did the same kind of thing. There also was the
can pit, and you could go down there in the evening and you’d hear the
raccoons and the porcupines mushing around, and you never would consider
why you would not do that. The toilet was sort of right in that general area.
Sort of hung right off the side, almost. And, then the whole environmental
movement came in and carry in/carry out—which is good. I mean, look at
something like Tuckerman’s. They didn’t really have a place where you threw
your trash. You just threw it. So now we’re not throwing garbage into the
ravine. [Editor’s note: The AMC changed its waste practices in the mountains
in the same era. See “Goodbye Backcountry Dumps, Hello Tent Platforms,”
Appalachia, Summer/Fall 2006, LVII no. 1.] We’re packing it up and hauling
it down the mountain and taking it to the dump and dumping it in
the dump.
	Of course, we didn’t have as much plastic then. Really, how much
environmental damage were we doing? It’s a judgment thing. But it sort of
makes me wonder. I mean, obviously the thought is right. You want to take
care of the woods and the mountains. You don’t want to misuse them. You
don’t want to have piles of beer cans on the trail, but I think sometimes it can
get a little carried away. That’s just our society.

Proud
I’m probably most proud of the fact that I found a way to make a living here.
This is a lifestyle that, in a way, I sort of fell into. But I also chose it. Some
people will say things like, “Well, this is a nice place, but I can’t imagine
living here and coming all the way up this hill in the snow and the cold.
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Bill and Barbara Arnold stand on the back deck of their house in Randolph.

NED THERRIEN

How do you ever survive?” And, of course, I’m thinking, “How do you ever
survive down there in the city?” I can’t imagine it.
Things will be changing. I’ve got to start slowly cutting back on work here
in town, but I know I’m not going to just cut things off. I’d probably go crazy,
and people are going to keep calling me anyway.
	I’m proud that I’ve been on a lot of rescues and I’ve probably helped some
people out. I like to think that I helped put out a few fires. I’m glad that I met
Barbara. That’s worked out great. She likes to be here now. She’s retired from
the school system. We’ve been married over 20 years, and they have been the
best years of my life—no doubt. My stepdaughter, Alex, has also been a great
addition. She’s married and living in Washington, D.C., with her husband,
David, and two children, Henry and Della. I never thought much about
being a grandfather, but now that I am one, it’s wonderful!
	I’m proud of just being able to live here, and I feel like I’ve contributed
to the town. I’ve always felt that it’s anyone’s responsibility to somehow
contribute to society, whether it’s your local town or whatever, whether it’s
volunteer work or something else. You try to leave the world a little better
than when you started—whatever that means.

Doug Mayer, a writer for the radio program “Car Talk” and a book author, lives in
Randolph, New Hampshire. Rebecca Oreskes of Milan, New Hampshire, retired
in 2011 from the U.S. Forest Service. She writes about wilderness for this and other
publications. Mountain Voices: Stories of Life and Adventure in the White Mountains
and Beyond, their book compiling the fifteen interviews in this series, will appear in
fall 2012 from AMC Books.
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Ding ’Em Down, Revisited
Two generations in the Appalachian Mountain Club huts
Douglass P. Teschner
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Just what was it that was so special about the “huts” anyway? Aren’t they just
another way man has forced himself upon the wilderness?

I

n 1971, as a lonely Peace Corps volunteer in far off Morocco,
I found solace penning that line. It was part of a lengthy manuscript about
working in the Appalachian Mountain Club huts (Zealand Falls, 1968 and
’70, Mizpah Spring, ’69) that I titled, “When a Job Becomes a Way of Life.”
Appalachia editor Lyle Richardson cut the length, retitled it as “Ding ’Em
Down” after the bells that summoned guests to meals, and published it in
June 1972 (XXXIV no. 1). He left in some of my philosophical musings:
All you can speak for is the profound spiritual existence that you experienced
in those valleys and ridges. You can only speak for what those summers meant
to you.

As a lifetime White Mountain hiker, I have stopped by the huts many
times in the intervening years, although rarely for overnight stays. Once you
have been part of the hut crew, or “croo,” it is hard to go back as a guest. I had,
of course, taken my young sons, Ben and Luke, hiking, despite some youthful resistance. Parenting is a tricky business. I tried to find the right balance
between exposing kids to what I love and allowing them to find their own
way. I recall one mid-1990s ascent of the Old Bridle Path where my brother
and I conspired to keep our complaining boys moving upward with a spirited
game of “Twenty Questions.” A Greenleaf croo member passed descending,
derisively commenting on the noise level. “If you only knew,” I remember
muttering. “One day you will hopefully be a mother!”
My older son Ben (now 27) went to college at the Colorado School of
Mines and evolved into a passionate geologist, mountain biker, and
backcountry skier. .
One November day in 2006, when younger son Luke was a high school
senior, I convinced him to join me for a hike across the windy and foggy
Franconia Ridge. Above treeline, I remember thinking, “I’ll bet Luke is
Doug Teschner relived his days as a White Mountain philosopher when his son Luke
started working in the Appalachian Mountain Club huts 40 years after Doug had. Here,
Doug, center, and Luke, right, pose with the rest of the Lonesome Lake Hut “croo” (from
left): Chloe Bourne, Harrison Muskat, and Wynn Tucker.
COURTESY OF DOUGLASS P. TESCHNER
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finding this pretty cool,” an illusion shattered atop Mount Lincoln when he
disconnected from his iPod long enough to say, “This is boring, Dad.”
Two years later, when Luke, then a college sophomore, came out for
Christmas to Burkina Faso (where I was serving as the Peace Corps country
director), I casually asked about his summer plans.
“Well you know Dad, I don’t want to work as a lifeguard again this year.
What I would really like is to get one of those jobs on the hut croo,” he said
somewhat sheepishly. I could hardly contain my excitement as I suggested
how to apply and prepare for the interview. Luke took it all in but pushed
back a bit at my intrusiveness, saying he wanted to get the job on his own.
Several weeks later, he emailed enthusiastically the news that he would be a
rookie croo member at Galehead!
	I immediately began planning my summer vacation in the United States
to overlap the May former hut croo members’ spring reunion and June
hut season opening. En route to the reunion, Luke and I stopped at the
venerable Limmer boot shop in Intervale, where we rendezvoused with Tom
Johnson and Chris “Hawkeye” Hawkins, longtime friends from the 1970
Zealand croo.
	Soon after, Luke attended the preseason hut croo training and “gala” (we’d
never had that) and came home with stories about the legendary Joe Dodge,
who founded the huts. Bruce Sloat was huts manager when I worked on
croo, but I recounted for Luke my seeing Joe Dodge at a hutmen’s reunion in
Boston. It was as if God himself had entered the room.
	Sadly, I did not see Luke in action at Galehead his rookie summer. He
came down with a fever and spent the time I would have been at the hut
recuperating at our house in New Hampshire. The day before I flew back to
Africa, I hiked up to Galehead by myself and met his crewmates, who had
already posted a “Welcome back, Luke” sign.
Despite the feverish beginning, 2009 was a great summer for Luke.
Backpacker magazine writer Bill Donahue spent time at the hut and quoted
Luke often in his article, “The Trail to Neverland,” which appeared in the
August 2010 issue:
Luke Teschner is a lanky and well-mannered kid, soft-spoken and humble. He
sports a blonde crewcut and a neat black earring in his left ear, and earlier he
confided that he’s a bit freaked out by the whole culinary thing. “Before this
summer,” he says, “I never cooked anything. I mean, like nothing. At school,
I go to the dining hall. But the recipe book they have here? It’s awesome!
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You follow the instructions—this much sugar, that much flour—and it works.
It’s cool!”

Later in the summer, Donahue wrote:
Teschner’s hair is a little longer now, less bristly, and he has patches of duct
tape stuck on his shoulders, covering an oozing yellow mélange of friction
sores. Two days earlier, he had packed his first century, laboring up the Gale
River Trail bearing 110 pounds. “When I first came here,” he says, “I thought
carrying 50 pounds up the trail time after time was going to crush me. I didn’t
see how I could do it. But I broke the trail down mentally, into sections—
this river crossing, that rocky pitch. During the last quarter-mile, I felt like
I was going to collapse, I could hardly put one foot in front of the other, I
was so tired. But I never questioned that I was going to make it. I’ve gained
confidence this summer.”

Apparently Luke’s work was appreciated, and Hut Manager Eric Pedersen
offered him a job for 2010 at Madison, the final year before that hut’s planned
major reconstruction. Once again, I made plans for a visit, this time in August,
hoping for a better outcome.
Through June and July, word of Luke’s hut exploits filtered out to Ukraine
(where I had moved over the winter), mostly via emails from my 85-year-old
mother. She lives on the Maine coast, to which Luke often traveled for his
three days off every two weeks. I wrote about days off in “Ding ’Em Down”:
Yet no matter how good days off seemed, by the second day you were ready to
get back to the hut. Somehow you just felt out of place in the valley.

Time for my much-anticipated visit finally came. On August 15, my wife
Marte dropped me at the Madison pack house, where a note indicated that
old croo friend Hawkeye had started up the trail. Two of the female croo
arrived down from the hut, headed out for days off, and we chatted briefly
about the summer.
	I changed into hiking clothes, repacked my gear, and set off across
Route 2 and under the power line to the Beechwood Way.
Less than a mile up, I met Luke descending, and we joyfully hugged, our
first encounter since February when I had visited Ithaca College for his 21st
birthday and ski team race. He was carrying some clothes down to our car,
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and I suggested he go to lunch in Gorham with his waiting mother and meet
me later back up at the hut. I thought of when I used to arrive back at the hut
so many years ago:
A clean, healthy feeling passed through you as you inhaled the mountain air
laced with the smell of balsam and birch, absorbed the little sights along the
trail that had become so familiar yet somehow more familiar every trip, and
listened to the rhythmical pounding of your Limmers on the solid earth.

Beechwood Way ends at the Valley Way where the real climbing began. The
total elevation gain is 3,500 feet over 3.8 miles, making Madison the most
challenging among the AMC huts.
	Not that long ago, I could halve the AMC White Mountain Guide book
time of 3 hours 40 minutes for this hike to Madison, but I figured that that
now I’d take 3 hours, 2:30 at best. Ukraine is mostly flat, so I wasn’t in the best
hiking shape, a fact compounded by the steady deterioration of my arthritic
knees—a condition some say goes back to carrying heavy loads to the huts. I
set a steady, sustainable pace, savoring it all.
	One of the biggest changes in the huts today is that helicopters have largely
replaced the once crushing pack loads. (I once carried 145 pounds into the,
albeit much easier, Zealand, and 110 pounds was my final summer average—
pretty typical back then). The loads were heavier, and we packed every day;
today’s croos do it twice a week.
	I eventually caught Hawkeye, and we walked and talked (“social climbing,” I call it) for about half a mile to the Valley Way tentsite. Long before
there was camping there, this place was known to the hut croos as “Thousand
Yards” for the steep final distance to the hut. Chris, in his usual social style,
stopped to converse with some old neighbors descending. I pushed ahead,
checking my watch.
Maybe you hurried up the last part so you wouldn’t have to stop and get
out your flashlight or maybe it was because you couldn’t wait to get home.

Knowing the hut was close, I pushed harder and arrived in 2:28—exactly
double Luke’s best ascent time for the summer, but not too bad for me!
	I was greeted warmly by Harrison and Ari. Harrison, the assistant hutmaster, was in charge as Hutmaster Elizabeth Waste (whom I had met the
summer before at Galehead) had already left for graduate school. Withthe
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other two women on days off, it was an “all male” croo, a kind of throwback
to the old days.
They were short-staffed and expecting a “full house,” so I was asked
if I could help out. Luke had first suggested this during our brief
trail encounter. They also asked if it was OK for me to sleep in the croo room.
I was overjoyed at both propositions, but tried as best I could to act cool.
	I always treaded lightly when I passed through a hut. Back when I was a
hutman, we occasionally had unpleasant encounters with former croo who
sometimes acted like they owned the place. I recall one time an OH (old hut
croo member) thought my turkey carving skills inadequate and leapt up from
a dining room table to insist he take over.
But now here, I was being asked to help and be part of the croo once
again. Wow!
Hawkeye arrived, and we relaxed in the dining room, conversing easily
as old friends do, while drinking tea and eating leftover cornbread. When
Luke arrived, I proposed that the three of us hike up nearby Mount Madison.
Hawkeye was working the next day, so he decided instead to head back down,
and we warmly parted.
Luke and I were atop Madison in 19 minutes; the much fleeter Luke
humored me by staying close. Clouds socked in the summit, portending rain,
and, after a mandatory summit photo, we headed back down.
	It was nearly 5 p.m., “go time,” when all the croo mobilize and get ready
for 6 o’clock dinner. Luke asked me what we called it in the old days,
and I didn’t remember the name—only the task! He didn’t know the
expression “ding ’em down” either, but many other old hut terms have
endured—such as getting food from the “mouse proof ” in the “poop deck,”
and heating water in the “Sammy.”
	I put on a navy-blue hut apron (the old days’ basic white ones did not have
these nice AMC logos!), and joined in on the work, a certain rhythm coming
back, like the time I started speaking Arabic again after a 21-year absence
from Morocco.
	I was very aware that this Madison kitchen is sacred ground, the former
domain of Tony MacMillan: legendary hutman, culinary master, founder of
the Mount Madison Ski Patrol, and a special friend who had tragically died
of cancer at a very young age.
Dinner was announced by a serenade of cooking pot drumming, and
I quickly caught on and joined the fun. This was more clever than anything
we did in the old days.
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Luke asked me to help him serve soup, perhaps the sweetest moment of all.
I could barely contain my joy as the two of us went from table to table, ladling
out portions to opposite sides while asking if each person wanted a full bowl
or some lesser fraction. This is an improvement from the old days when we just
filled all the bowls automatically, generating unnecessary food waste.
	Soup, salad, bread, and finally the main course itself all go out more or less
on schedule. Under the apparent confusion of it all lies the basis of a good
croo—teamwork. Everyone knows what has to be done and does it.
	It was really, really fun. I brought out the food in serving dishes and
refilled the water pitchers. We had help from a friendly female Appalachian
Trail thru-hiker whom I christened with the trail name “Smiley.”
Before we served dessert, there was a welcome speech, including the suggestion to purchase AMC apparel and merchandise. In the old days, all we
had were patches and guidebooks—now there are polypro shirts in various
sizes and designs among other paraphernalia.
	Next was introduction of the croo, and I proudly joined the three real croo
as they gave their names and other information. Luke repeated a quote that
I had read in Backpacker: “Hi, I’m Luke and one interesting fact about me is
that I’ve gone skiing in Africa.”
	I then introduced myself, adding, “One interesting fact about me is that
I visited the Chernobyl Nuclear Power Plant one week ago today.”
Finally, the meal is history and the endless chore of clearing tables,
washing dishes, and cleaning up begins.

	I threw some dirty dishes in the sink, forgetting the mandatory task of
“gorming,” using a rubber spatula (the kind used to put frosting on a cake)
to remove excess food and thus preserve wash water quality. In the old
days, we requested that guests help dry dishes, but this practice, long ago
declared unsanitary by government health officials, has been replaced by airdrying racks.
	Organized chaos ensued with the kitchen full of croo and AT thruhikers who were helping in exchange for a meal and the right to spread a
sleeping bag in the dining room. At one table, Ari, who had the official title
of hut naturalist (no such person in the old days), gave a talk on bears.
I grabbed some “croo chow” (the food was excellent!), and chatted
with guests.
	Soon, I was in bed in the croo room. I remembered my hut years:
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You will soon be waking people and piercing nature’s solitude, with the sounds
of faucets running, beds creaking, and the chattering of hikers.

Ari was up early cooking, and the rest of us went to help. Morning rain
portended a bad day on the ridge. When the radio call came, I wrote down the
forecast of thunderstorm risk and read it to the guests as they finished breakfast
and we cleared the dishes. A blanket folding demonstration included a plea for
tips in the traditional “croo kitty” (now they just call it the tip box).
After we finished breakfast, I stood on a bench to reach the top bookshelf
Appalachia collection, which was relatively sparse. I found a couple of issues
with my articles, but not the one with “Ding ’Em Down.”
	I proposed to Luke a hike down into King Ravine and up one of my
favorite trails, the Great Gully. Although the forecast was bad, it was my
only chance.
First we had to clear and clean the hut. I swept and folded blankets. As I
remembered from the old days, this was my least favorite part of the hut job.
Wanting to get it done and over with, I pushed the others, the one time Luke
snapped back and chewed me out. Finally, the work was done, but it was still
raining, so I took a short nap.
At noon, Luke relented, despite the drizzle, and Harrison decided to join
in as we set off down the Airline and the dramatic Chemin des Dames. They
ran blissfully ahead while I did my best to keep up; the rocky descent was
more difficult than I remembered, but mostly (surprisingly!) dry. The rain
had stopped.
Great Gully was as great as ever with its waterfall and squeeze chimney to a
dramatic perch above the falls, then the unrelenting steepness to treeline and
Thunderstorm Junction, where Luke and Harrison were patiently waiting,
immersed in conversation.
Despite the forecast, the weather had cleared and it was strikingly beautiful.
The young guys headed back to the hut via the Gulfside, but I went up over
Mount Adams, then slowly down the Star Lake Trail, enjoying the afternoon
light and stopping to take out my rock climbing shoes to play on the boulders
before attempting a “swim” in the lake’s calf-deep water.
Back at the hut, it was almost “go time,” with another full house, and I took
on my usual tasks, with increased confidence and a sense of belonging. After
dinner, I led an alpine flower walk in the beautiful late daylight, a throwback
to my days as a botany graduate student at the University of Vermont. The
alpine plants are like old friends, and, as I spotted each one, their colloquial
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and Latin names rolled off my tongue from some deep part of my brain.
The guests seemed to enjoy it, but surely not more than I.
Luke woke the guests the next morning with a guitar rendition of
“Knockin’ on Heaven’s Door,” a sweet personal moment for me only
topped by the previous serving of the soup. During the croo’s breakfast skit,
2001: A Space Odyssey–like robot Luke insisted that astronaut Harrison fold
his blankets correctly. The skits, aided by a plastic tub full of odd props and
costumes, were a lot more inventive than the old days.
After breakfast, I chatted with one family who had spent two nights at
the hut. They had a place in Randolph and had brought up their two young
children for a mountain adventure. The mother glanced toward Luke, then
said, “You did a lot of things right.” I think she saw the tears.
Probably Backpacker writer Bill Donahue was on to something when he
observed that working in the huts has a Peter Pan quality: “You can stay
on only as long as you remain young, unburdened by the worry and selfconsciousness that crust on over time.”
For three fleeting days, I had been transported back in time, but now that
time was up. The three-and-a-half hour hike out transformed me to reality.
Occasional encounters with a joyous father and his two sons (each wearing the
same red Madison Hut T-shirt that I, too, had bought) distracted me from my
knee pain.
A few days later, Luke finished work for the summer and was home
preparing for a semester abroad in Dublin. I had, somewhat cautiously, left a
photocopy of “Ding ’Em Down” on his bed.
“Hey Dad, you know that article you wrote?” he inserted offhandedly into
a conversation. “I read it and, you know, except for the part about the packing, it’s all really true.”

Douglass P. Teschner has a long history of contributions to this journal, most
recently “Running the Rope Out” in Appalachia Summer/Fall 2010 (vol. LXI no. 2).
Although his permanent home is in the western White Mountains, Doug currently
lives in Kiev, Ukraine, where he serves as the Peace Corps country director. His son,
Luke, graduated from Ithaca College in 2011 and worked as assistant hutmaster at
Lonesome Lake Hut.
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Black Balsam Mountains
Bear skeleton blanches under a locust bridge.
Logging road peters out at a spring head
where inch-thick mosses
coat the black stone.
Walker through steep meadows
skirts pink-gray boulders,
whitewater silhouette,
upward.
Crawls, hunted, fearing the rhododendron thicket.
Orange beads of fungus dot slick birch.
Sun steams stone after hours
of rain-pounding wind.
Cherokee rested on a rock of shining white quartz.
Might have pondered ridge beauty
and the next meal.
Fir and spruce cling to bald knobs
where wheat grasses flatten. Over
blackest earth,
so many outcroppings
resemble chipped points.
Mineral riches in rain pools are eager, laced
with lichen. Deer skitter beneath a rock ledge
vault into hardwood, the lower slopes’
barely fingered sunshine.
Loam and chicory.
Fern stocks a bed of spice.
Winding down the crinkum-crankum
trail that never looks the same,
that is only clear from a peak,
I backtrack.
Benjamin Pryor

Benjamin Pryor’s work has appeared in The Oxford American, The Southern Review,
and others. He lives in Chapel Hill, North Carolina.
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Accidents
The pessimist complains about the wind; the optimist expects it to change; the
realist adjusts the sails.—William Arthur Ward

P

ossibly the biggest news of 2011 about the trails and brooks
of the White Mountains was the damage that Tropical Storm Irene
caused. Downgraded from hurricane status just before reaching the area on
August 28, the storm produced record-breaking rainfall in New Hampshire
and Vermont. The results were disastrous for many White Mountain trails.
It could have been disastrous for people as well, but forecasters predicted
the storm well in advance, and the media made a consistent push on storm
preparedness for three days before New England saw a drop of rain. The
White Mountain National Forest and all New Hampshire state parks closed
before the storm with intentions to stay shuttered for multiple days. Officials
closed nearly all public lands from 6 p.m. Saturday until Tuesday morning.
U.S. Forest Service employees posted Closed signs at almost every trailhead
and facility around the White Mountains on Friday, August 26. Most people
respected the closures, and this likely prevented unknowing people from
being hurt, killed, or stranded in some unfortunate predicament. As always,
some disregarded the closures. Two such hikers ended up on the summit of
Mount Washington on Saturday after dark. They called 911 shortly before
9 p.m. to report that they were close to the summit but had no flashlight and
could not proceed. They had no food or proper clothing either, but that was
beside the point. The two Massachusetts men eventually were coached out to
the Mount Washington Auto Road, where a New Hampshire Fish and Game
conservation officer picked them up. The state deemed both men negligent
and issued each $188.55 bills to cover rescue costs.
When Tropical Storm Irene finally rolled into the White Mountains on
August 29, her winds had relaxed, but the rain was relentless. Most areas
received between 5 and 7 inches of rain in less than 24 hours. A number
of spots received more than 10 inches of rain when monthly precipitation
totals were already above average. Extensive flooding occurred around the
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mountains along both small streams and major rivers. Personal property
damage was not that bad compared with our neighbors in Vermont, but road
damage was extensive. President Obama declared the storm’s aftermath in
New Hampshire a major disaster on September 3.
There was little in the way of blowdown cleanup in the wake of the storm.
Instead, the U.S. Forest Service staff turned all of their focus to damage
assessment. With the assistance of volunteer trail adopters and partners such
as the Appalachian Mountain Club, USFS staff hit the trails and found a
predictable pattern of damage. Any trail with extensive sections near streams
or rivers below 3,500 feet was likely to have sustained damage. Irene damaged
many trail bridges from one side of the National Forest to the other, and
this presents a challenge to hikers. Many of these bridges were repaired
quickly, but others were damaged beyond repair. Replacements will not arrive
overnight, if at all. In some of these areas, these weren’t the first bridges to
wash downstream. Or even the second. It sometimes turns out that some
rivers are not meant to be bridged.
We will continue to feel the effects of Irene well into the future, and
White Mountain hikers will have to hone certain skills to deal with these
effects. Many trails received significant makeovers. Return visitors might not
recognize landmarks they once used for navigation. New information will
force hikers to adjust and adapt their plans on the fly. Those who maintain
heightened awareness will avoid twisting ankles in one of the numerous
sinkholes or washouts that now dot the trails. Stream banks and other steep
slopes have slumped in many locations, and unsuspecting hikers may walk
on undermined earth as they approach what looks like a perfect viewpoint.
Stream crossing skills will undoubtedly come in handy, but most important,
hikers must choose whether to cross a stream or river at all. It is wise to
analyze the need to cross before assessing how it might be done. Such is the
case with all risks we face in the backcountry.

Better Than the Zipper or Tilt-a-Whirl?
On Saturday, July 9, 2011, Allen G., age 54, of Center Conway, New Hampshire, was descending Spur Trail on Mount Adams, when he slipped on wet
rocks and smashed his knee into a tree. Unable to bear weight on his injured
leg, Allen and his hiking partner assessed their situation. They were not far
below the Randolph Mountain Club’s Crag Camp, but they were probably
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two and a half miles from the trailhead. It was early afternoon, but there
was no way that Allen could walk down. After running through the options,
Allen’s partner used his cell phone to call 911 at approximately 2:30 p.m. Rescues don’t happen quickly, so the pair put on their extra clothes, took stock of
their packs’ contents, and waited.
By 2:40, an NHFG conservation officer was on the phone with the
hikers. Lt. Doug Gralenski began organizing the ground forces necessary to
carry Allen out. The crew from the AMC Madison Spring Hut was the first
organized rescue group to reach the hikers. The local Androscoggin Valley
Search and Rescue and the USFS field staff responded. While boots were
hitting the ground, Gralenski called the New Hampshire National Guard
base in Concord and learned that a Blackhawk helicopter crew was available
and could fly north in short order. As the helicopter crew readied to leave, the
ground forces continued climbing the north slope of Mount Adams just in
case the situation changed and the helicopter couldn’t be used.
While Gralenski coordinated logistics for the incident, conservation
officers Mark Ober and Matt Holmes drove to a field just down Route 2 from
the trailhead. Here, they waited. The NHNG ship appeared in the southern
sky, and then touched down right in front of them. Ober and Holmes
grabbed only the necessary gear and joined the pilot, copilot, crew chief, and
medic on the helicopter. Thick trees hampered their initial efforts to find
Allen. They zeroed in on a general area based on the limited clues they had
obtained and live communication with ground crews. The canopy was too
thick to send down any rescuers, so pilot David Breton crept his way down
the mountainside looking for an opening large enough that he could insert
at least one person. When he found the opening at Cascade Falls, he put the
helicopter into a low hover. One by one, the NHNG medic and the two
conservation officers strapped in to the “jungle penetrator” and were safely
lowered to the ground. (The jungle penetrator is a bullet-shaped device with
three small flip-down seats. It can lower or raise passengers through small
holes in forest canopies.)
	Once on the ground, the three men hustled up the trail to where Allen and
a whole group of volunteers waited. It was 6 p.m. and they needed to quickly
move Allen back to a spot where the helicopter could reach him. When the
volunteers reached a small clearing, they activated a smoke grenade to direct
the pilot, but a strong wind erased their sign. The flight medic then activated
a second grenade, which worked. The pilot quickly found them. Within a few
minutes, Allen and the rescuers were all inside the Blackhawk and headed for
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the valley bottom. When they reached Route 2 around 6:15 p.m., they were
met by an ambulance from Gorham, which quickly took Allen to the hospital. When Allen was asked how he enjoyed his ride through the sky on the
jungle penetrator, he replied, “I’d rather pay $120 at the Fryeburg Fair.”
Comment: Bad luck seemed to get the better of Allen early on. He is an
experienced hiker and was well prepared for his hike on 5,774-foot Mount
Adams. The second highest peak in the northeastern United States is not a
mountain to take lightly with its vast alpine area, crag-filled headwalls, and
lengthy trails, none of which is especially gentle. Allen and his partner made a
good choice when they turned around in poor visibility. They were up to the
challenge, but a little slip ended Allen’s hiking season.
Wet rocks have gotten the better of most of us at one time or another. A
number of factors can help us stay on our feet when the footing is tricky, but
good footwear is paramount. Many hikers focus primarily on ankle support
(or maybe fashion) when choosing their footwear, but the sole is where the
rubber meets the road. The rubber used in outdoor footwear has evolved
into a variety of specialized compounds during the past twenty years. Vibram
currently lists 18 sole compounds in its 2012 line of footwear. Some are soft
and designed primarily for dry, rocky travel, and others excel in wet and
slippery places. If you’re going to buy something new to build your chest of
hiking goodies, focus on your feet.
	Other factors in remaining upright on slick days include knowing your
limits but moving with confidence. There’s a fine line between confident and
overconfident, but indecision is not our friend when momentum and gravity
become tangled up with a low-friction coefficient. Slips while descending
often occur when we hesitate or suddenly change direction. Take a lesson
from trail runners, who seem to skim over the tops of slippery rocks and
muddy slopes. These folks seem not to look where they’re going to step next.
This is because they already know. Their attention is three or four steps out,
where they analyze the terrain and commit to a line.
Trekking or hiking poles can help. The traditional walking stick, although
it does the job, has fallen out of favor with more serious hikers. Poles are now
all the rage. These collapsible and sometimes shock-absorbing devices were
originally designed for aging hikers, but the leading U.S. pole manufacturer,
Leki, reports that 70 percent of its annual sales are to those between 25 and
45. Trekking poles are less common with day-hikers and more popular with
backpackers. More than 90 percent of Appalachian Trail thru-hikers are
estimated to use hiking poles on their 2,180-mile adventures.
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	If the most hardcore and determined are using hiking poles, shouldn’t
everyone? Cost is one factor—walking sticks are far cheaper. Poles are also a
pain when you need your hands to scramble up a steep section or pull your
hood up over your head. Hiking poles also can break or crush vegetation,
disturb soil outside the treadway, and scar rocks with their carbide tips. I
suggest using rubber tips when conditions warrant, removing the baskets
when you’re not traveling through snow, and putting the poles away when
you don’t need them.
Bad luck may have put Allen on the ground, but his preparedness helped
him make it through the ordeal in a more comfortable manner. Good cell
reception sped up the time of his rescue, but it was still almost four hours
from phone call to ambulance. There are always items in your pack that you
could probably leave at home, and there are others that should be along for
every ride but they’re not. There’s nothing like an emergency to make you
take a close look at your packing list. Short of blowing out your knee high on
Mount Adams, how do you have that same type of critical look at your gear?
Try asking yourself, “How would I respond and persevere if I broke my leg
right now?” Walking through the answer to such a question helps me decide
what must be in my pack.

The Age-Old Appeal of White Mountain Waterfalls
On Friday, July 22, 2011, Cal B., age 17, of Brentwood, New Hampshire, and
friends parked off the Kancamagus Highway and started the mile and a half
hike into Champney Falls. The group made quick time and was soon exploring
the waterfall loop off Champney Falls Trail. Below Champney Falls proper is
Pitcher Falls, a remarkable hallway of rock with a waterfall cascading down
one vertical wall. The rock formation is similar to the Flume in Franconia
Notch, but with far less water flowing through the bottom. Though no
official maintained trail accesses the far end of this natural hallway, it is a
popular spot. Incidental boot-worn paths are numerous. At around 5:30 p.m.,
Cal followed one such trail to the back of the corridor and then scrambled
around to the top of the waterfall to take a picture.
The rock corridor’s walls get higher as one walks from the back of the
hallway toward the entrance and Champney Falls Trail. As Cal moved that
way toward the edge to get his shot, he slipped on the water-polished granite,
fell about 50 feet onto rocks, and lost consciousness. His friends rushed to
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his side. Although he regained consciousness, they quickly realized that he
was badly hurt. They tried to use a cell phone to call for help, but there was
no reception.
Cal’s friends made a plan in rapid fashion and one stayed behind while
the second beelined for the trailhead hoping to find cell reception at the road.
He didn’t, and he drove 10 miles toward Conway before he could get a signal
strong enough to get a call out. At 6:16 p.m., he made a 911 call to the Carroll
County dispatch.
The dispatcher first called Conway Rescue and NHFG, which put in a
request for additional help from SOLO Wilderness Medical School, one of
the area’s volunteer search-and-rescue groups. Because of Cal’s likely head
or neck injury, the dispatchers believed he ought to reach a Level I trauma
center in either Hanover or Portland, Maine. A helicopter was in order.
The conservation officer requested LifeFlight of Maine, but it would not be
able to land at the Champney Falls trailhead. They began to search for an
alternative site.
	Other hikers were mobilizing at the accident site. A large group happened
upon the scene, and the group’s leader provided important medical assistance.
Rather than move Cal and risk further damage to his neck or back, they
persuaded him to stay still. They provided him with warm, dry clothes and
then wrapped him in a tarp. This helped him retain heat and remain largely
dry despite being in the spray of Pitcher Falls.
	Shortly after 7 p.m., NHFG Sergeant Brian Abrams arrived at the accident
site accompanied by Conway Rescue. They brought with them a rescue litter
and a detachable wheel for the litter that could be used on much of the trail.
The rescuers packaged Cal very carefully, because he complained about pain
in his pelvis and had visible jaw injuries. Once moving, the team made steady
progress down the trail. A group of twenty volunteers from SOLO arrived
to assist in a rapid and safe descent to the trailhead. North Conway Rescue
assisted with a transfer to a waiting ambulance, and Cal was driven 2 miles
down the road to the Rocky Gorge parking lot, where the LifeFlight helicopter
idled. It took Cal directly to Maine Medical Center in Portland.
Comment: Every year many people are hurt in water-related accidents in
the White Mountains. Most of them slip, and many of them are seriously hurt
or die. Barely a year before Cal’s accident, a young man died after slipping
at the top of a waterfall in Tuckerman Ravine (see Accidents, Appalachia,
Summer/Fall 2011, LXII no. 2, pages 105–106). Others slip at a river’s edge
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and are swept away. The eastern half of the Kancamagus Highway has been
an area with a history of water-related injuries and deaths. The Swift River has
claimed a number of lives and the nearby waterfalls, Champney and Sabbaday,
have a history of accidents. All of these accidents could have been prevented
if people just stayed away from the edge. The AMC White Mountain Guide
warns hikers specifically about the slippery ledges around Champney Falls,
noting, “There have been many serious accidents in this vicinity.”
Champney Falls are a series of cascades that have attracted visitors for
more than a century. They’re named after influential nineteenth-century
White Mountains landscape painter Benjamin Champney and are certainly
impressive with their moderate-to-high water flows. Even during the low
flows of late summer, many visitors leave the crowds of the “Kanc” in search
of the quieter, wilder experience at Champney Falls. It’s easy to reach the falls
on an old logging road. This same gentle grade is what allowed rescuers to use
the litter wheel. Most White Mountain trails are too steep for this tool, but in
appropriate terrain, it’s worth its weight in gold. A good guideline is whether
expert-level mountain bikers would ride the trail. Occasional obstacles are
no big deal, but cobbled or excessively root-filled trails are friend to neither
bikers nor rescuers.
Cell phones now play a key role in backcountry search and rescue. Where
they work, they are far better than personal locator beacons or SPOT devices
for incident planners to gather critical information. Lack of cell phone coverage
prevented this rescue from being initiated when the accident occurred, but the
extra time added amounted to only 45 minutes. In many locations, the time
required to travel from the backcountry to cell service would be triple that.
A quick look at the coverage maps by the region’s largest service providers
shows a pronounced gap that is strikingly similar to the size and shape of
the White Mountain region. Coverage is spotty in most locations and absent
in others. As a result, the prudent cell phone–carrying hiker should act as
if his phone will not work—and thus be pleasantly surprised if it does. The
constant searching for service is a huge drain on the battery of your phone
so, for goodness sake, turn it off unless you think you need it. If you choose
to bring your phone with you, charge it up on the way to the trailhead;
when you arrive, power it down and store it away in the pack. This saves the
precious battery power for when you really need it.
A helicopter played a key role in this young man’s care and in the care of
many like him. Over the years, helicopters have become an increasingly larger
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part of rescue in the White Mountains. Most of the time, the NHNG performs
the aviation component of rescues in the White Mountains. Occasionally,
other partners perform the role including two outfits that focus on in-flight
medical care—LifeFlight of Maine and the Dartmouth-Hitchcock Advanced
Response Team. These helicopters have far more medical capabilities than
the Blackhawk, but they don’t have the Blackhawk’s jungle penetrator and
need an open landing zone. It wouldn’t be unrealistic to have a transition of
a critically injured person from a Blackhawk used for extraction to one of the
air ambulances waiting in the valley below.
With all of the helicopters in the air these days, the question often arises:
How much are these rescues costing taxpayers? The answer is, it depends, but
the aviation costs are not borne by the state. Dartmouth or LifeFlight respond
to calls as medical services, and they bill injured individuals through their
insurance just as would any ambulance. The services are provided without
regard for the patient’s ability to pay, and the helicopter services sort out
the costs with those who cannot pay the bills the same way emergency
rooms do.
When the NHNG takes part in search-and-rescue missions, it typically
does so under its mission to support domestic operations. When the
missions are short, and the operations fall within New Hampshire, the fuel
and maintenance costs come from training dollars. The Blackhawk based in
Concord is available for search-and-rescue support as long as nothing more
urgent conflicts. There have been periods during the last decade when such
a high level of support was absent because of the deployment of most Guard
units. The search-and-rescue community is ecstatic to have them home, and
the Guard is grateful to have a chance to help. The missions Guard members
are being asked to perform in the White Mountains resemble those they
would do should their unit be deployed. If they are deployed, the mountains
of Afghanistan are their likely assignment, so flying humanitarian missions on
their home turf is understandably a welcome training program.

As Luck Would Have It
Robert O., age 56, and his wife, Monika, both of Munich, Germany, were
visiting the White Mountains during the height of the 2011 foliage season.
Like many autumn visitors, they chose to drive the Kancamagus Highway,
and the weather couldn’t have been better on Thursday, October 6, 2011, when
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a high pressure system was busy pushing some rain and unsettled weather out
to sea. The combination of brilliant color and recent rain seemed perfect for
visiting a New England waterfall, so the couple decided to take the walk in
to see Sabbaday Falls.
Although Sabbaday Brook Trail goes all the way out to the Tripyramids,
the falls are an easy 0.3-mile stroll from the trailhead. Just before 10 a.m., the
couple started up the trail, but Robert began feeling ill. Initially, it was only
pain in his right arm, but it soon spread into his chest. The onset was rapid,
and Robert quickly lost consciousness and collapsed on the trail. Monika
and several other hikers rushed to his side. As luck would have it, two of the
others were doctors from Germany. They checked for a pulse and, finding
none, began cardiopulmonary resuscitation (CPR). Meanwhile, another
bystander was sent to the trailhead for help. The whole area is a dead zone
for cell phone coverage, so everyone assumed that they would have to
drive to get a call out. The lucky streak continued when the messenger
encountered a school bus at the trailhead. The driver made a quick call over the
bus’s radio and alerted emergency services of the likely heart attack. Conway
Village Fire and Conway Ambulance Service both responded to the call and
paramedics were out the door with a defibrillator in quick order. The initial
radio call came through at 10:12 a.m., and within 30 minutes, paramedics
were delivering the first shock from the defibrillator in the hope of jumpstarting Robert’s heart. The second shock did, and Robert began breathing.
Additional rescuers from the USFS assisted in loading Robert into a litter.
They carried him the short distance to the parking lot to a waiting ambulance.
The rescuers had saved a man’s life, transitioned him to an ambulance, and it
wasn’t even 11 a.m.
Comment: This is a fine example of how things sometimes fall into place
when it really matters. After Robert suffered his heart attack on the trail,
luck began to operate on his side. The CPR performed by the doctors who
happened on the scene was a critical life-saving measure that all adults and
teenagers should know. It doesn’t always take a doctor to save a person’s life.
The CPR standards have been changing over time, so if you haven’t been to
a class in a while, I suggest attending. Many communities and hospitals offer
free or low-cost CPR training.
When the doctors performed CPR on Robert, he showed no signs of
life. A couple of weeks later, he was boarding a plane to return to Germany.
Although the defibrillator caused Robert to begin breathing again, the CPR
prevented brain damage by delivering oxygenated blood to the brain tissue
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while awaiting the arrival of a defibrillator. Automated external defibrillators
are valuable tools that have saved thousands of lives. Occasionally, they work
perfectly, as one did with Robert. Often, they cannot shock dead people back
to life. But when used along with CPR, they increase the survival chances of a
sudden onset heart attack victim from 5 percent to 40 percent. The units can
be operated by people as young as age 11. Anyone taking CPR is trained in the
use of these units.

An Unplanned Bivouac on the Edmands Path
On the morning of Saturday, November 5, 2011, Sergio M., age 41, of
Brookline, Massachusetts, started up the popular Crawford Path intending
to follow a loop over Mount Eisenhower. It was 9 a.m., and the weather was
expected to be beautiful. He made it to the summit without incident and with
enough time to relax and take in the view. Other hikers were enjoying the
lack of snow and perfect fall weather, but Sergio was the last one to descend.
He was only a third of the way down Edmands Path when he slipped and
injured his ankle. It was late in the day, and he couldn’t bear weight on the
ankle. His phone had no service. Sergio stayed in place hoping that someone
would come along, but as darkness approached, he began to realize that he’d
be spending the night.
Temperatures dropped below 20 degrees Fahrenheit that night, but Sergio
was well prepared. When he set out for his hike, Sergio anticipated being
out for six to eight hours, not an evening. Nonetheless, he carried what he
needed to make it through a night in the woods. It was a long night, but in
the late morning, a hiker happened upon Sergio and was able to make a 911
call from nearby. NHFG, Twin Mountain Fire and Rescue, and the USFS all
responded. The first rescuers reached Sergio just after noon. He was anxious
to get off the mountain and after relinquishing his pack was able to walk
down with the assistance of rescuers. It wasn’t until after 5 p.m. that they
reached the trailhead and an ambulance waiting to take Sergio away.
Comment: This story had a happy ending because Sergio carried what
he needed to spend the night. This includes what was in his pack and what
was in his head. Our experiences, our learned skills, and our attitude all
contribute to our ability to successfully endure an unexpected night out in
the mountains. When our main plan goes awry, we must establish a new
one and run with it. Sergio accepted the fact that he’d be spending the
night and began inventorying what was in pack and how it could be used.
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Was his night comfortable? No, but he made it through with nothing but
some extra discomfort.
	If I had been in Sergio’s situation, I might have spent the night skitching
my butt down the trail. It’s not that I disagree with his strategy, but I wouldn’t
want to find myself in the same spot 24 hours later without having seen anyone. The trade-off would be an increased risk of further injuring myself while
sliding. There is no right or wrong in how we respond in an emergency. What
matters is that we focus on the singular priority of personal survival and use
our energy and resources in a smart and strategic fashion.

Lost without the Essentials
At 10:00 a.m. on Monday, December 12, 2011, Joshua H., age 26, and Emily
S., age 27, left their vehicle with the intent to climb Mount Chocorua. The
pair had driven from Shapleigh, Maine, and the forecast was for beautiful
weather. Little snow lay on the ground, and the hikers kept a good pace
up Piper Trail. Around 2:30 p.m., they reached the summit and took in the
amazing view. They decided not to linger because darkness was only a couple
hours away.
When Joshua and Emily started down the mountain, they were disoriented
and followed the wrong trail. Rather than following Piper Trail, which runs
north and then east, they followed Brook Trail toward the Liberty trailhead
on the south side of the mountain. If they had a feeling that something was
wrong, they couldn’t have confirmed their suspicion because neither of them
carried a map or compass. Instead, they just hiked until it got dark. Without
headlamps or some sort of light source, they weren’t prepared to go anywhere.
The cell phone displayed a signal strength that would allow them to make a
call, and they called 911 at 4:50 p.m.
When the call came through to 911, the signal was fairly strong and after
spending some time on the line with Joshua, the dispatcher was able to place
a Phase II lock on the phone. This means that the towers have triangulated an
approximate position of the phone and can provide the dispatcher with coordinates. Though they’re not always accurate, the coordinates can help narrow
down a search area to a manageable size.
After NHFG was notified of the incident, Sgt. Brian Abrams called Joshua
back and told him to hang tight. The temperature was going to drop, so
Abrams encouraged Joshua to start a fire while they waited for help. Joshua
and Emily gathered wood, got a fire going, and tried to stay warm. Around
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6:30 p.m., Abrams and two other conservation officers located the two. Now
equipped with the lights that they should have carried, they easily walked
out a half-mile to the Liberty trailhead, arriving at 7:10 p.m. The officers then
provided Joshua and Emily a ride back to their vehicle on the other side of
the mountain.
Comment: Many incidents and accidents in the mountains are the result
of poor luck and unfortunate circumstances, but plenty are predictable and
avoidable. These two carried no map in an area with a relatively complicated
trail network. They carried no source of light close to the shortest day of the
year. They made the conscious decision to keep going for the summit when
they knew that they’d be overcome by darkness on their way out. They carried
minimal survival equipment, even though it was winter. Such factors weigh
heavily in NHFG’s decision whether or not it recommends cost recovery
under the negligent hiker law.
This rescue operation did not require an exorbitant number of resources
or substantial amount of money to complete. Each of the three conservation
officers probably spent between 3 and 5 hours and needed little else. Had
they required the hikers to pay the rescue costs, the financial returns would
be minor. Despite this fact, some advocate strongly for the recovery of all
associated expenses when a rescued person is found negligent. The reality is
that the cases require money and time to pursue, both of which are in high
demand, so a fraction of the cases that could be pursued actually are. The
effect is that New Hampshire’s cost recovery program is hardly making a dent
in the costs incurred through its search-and-rescue program.
Who should pay for search and rescue? That’s the big question, and no
tolerable plan has been developed. The current funding mechanism went
into use in July 1989. That year, the state began collecting $1 for each boat,
snowmobile, and off-highway recreational vehicle. This money goes to fund
all rescues, including hiking rescues. The only change in 23 years has been
the evolution of the state’s ability to recover costs, based first on recklessness
and more recently on the lower standard of negligence. (For more on the
state’s search-and-rescue billing, see the Accidents report, Appalachia, Winter/
Spring 2012, LXII no. 1.) Those boaters and other machine-riders who pay the
$1 fees require only 10 percent of the rescues. When the budget is expended,
the state uses funds from hunting and fishing licenses. These sportsmen
require about 4 percent of the rescues. Hikers account for half of all
search-and-rescue incidents, yet they do not pay into the system unless
found negligent.
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	On November 1, 2011, the state-appointed Search and Rescue Funding
Committee delivered its findings to the governor and congressional leaders.
The recommendation is to use multiple funding mechanisms including
adding $10 to any fine from NHFG, and billing baseline fees for anyone
rescued who hasn’t already paid into the system through one of the existing
mechanisms (licenses and registrations). Other parts of the strategy include
an $18 hikeSafe card that covers rescue fees if a hiker isn’t found negligent. The
fourth and final mechanism in the strategy is for the state to exempt NHFG
from fees levied by the state attorney general’s office when it acts as the agent
in collecting search-and-rescue charges. The total estimated income from the
application of these four measures is $200,000. This is slightly more than the
$166,992 deficit in the 2011 search and rescue fund but the trend has been for
an increasing number of rescues and increasing costs.
—Justin J. Preisendorfer
Accidents Editor
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Climbing Brace Mountain
Same route, but every year more strain.
The mountain stays, we change.
Gravity is the war that no one wins,
yet all must fight.
But rarely so brazenly declared
as here today. You, with your bum knee,
winded from the start, and me,
in Birkenstocks and socks,
stumbling up the leaf-slick chutes,
then scrambling higher, steeper,
clinging to low-hung branches,
gouged-out roots, bracing against
crevassed faces of Taconic gneiss.
Up and up through all the yellow halls
of autumn to the leaf-blown heights,
then out to that bare, bedrocked knoll
where the thicket opens its fist,
and light speaks to light without end.
Richard Schiffman

Richard Schiffman is a freelance journalist whose work appears regularly in the
Huffington Post and elsewhere. His poems have been published in a wide variety of
journals. He is currently working on the manuscript for his first book of poetry.
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Alpina
A semi-annual review of mountaineering in the greater ranges

Canada
Mt Logan (5,959 m) in the Yukon is the highest mountain in Canada and
the second highest in North America after Mt McKinley. The story of its
first ascent in 1925 is closely entwined with the history of the Appalachian
Mountain Club and Appalachia. For the 50th anniversary of the club in
1926, the AMC published a 215-page commemorative number. Henry S.
Hall, a member of the American Alpine Club and of the 1925 expedition,
contributed the leading article—a fourteen-page description of the trip to
Logan and the ascent. (Since shortly after the founding of the AAC in 1902,
Appalachia had been the “official organ” for the publication of AAC accounts.
The arrangement was abruptly terminated in 1927, also ending the glory days
of Appalachia as a mountaineering journal. [Editor’s note: See Jeffery Parrette’s
two-part article on this subject in Appalachia, June 1995, and December 1995,
L nos. 3 and 4.] Hall described one of the epics of the North: dogsleds,
man-hauling, heavy backpacking, and a 40-hour summit “day.” On the
42nd day of the expedition, June 23, 1925, at 8:00 p.m., the climbers reached
the top. The descent took two days with open bivouacs at temperatures down
to –25° F. The party still faced a long walkout and finished by rafting down
the Chitina River—more than two further weeks of hard travel.
Climbers today usually reach Logan by plane, but it remains a remote,
hard, cold, and sometimes-dangerous mountain. Several North American
mountaineers have failed recently in attempts on the huge and forbidding
S or SE Face above Seward Glacier. Three members of the Japanese group
known as the Giri-Giri Boys, Katsutaka “Jumbo” Yakahoma, Yasushi Okada,
and Genki Narumi, flew in to the Seward in April 2010 with designs on the
face. (“Giri-Giri” is a Japanese expression meaning something like “far-out,”
and the Giri-Giri Boys are a loose assemblage of young climbers who have
established a distinguished record for hard, sometimes dangerous, climbs in
Alaska, the Himalaya, and the Andes.) Except for the mechanized approach
and retreat, the Giri-Giri effort became another “epic of the North.”
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The three sat out a few days of typical Logan bad weather, and then
decided that the best place to acclimatize would be Logan’s long E Ridge.
Unfortunately, that ridge is reachable only from Hubbard Glacier on the
other side of the mountain, for them a 25-km snowfield plod without skis
or snowshoes. They acclimatized in eight days, reaching 4,600 m, and they
concluded that the E Ridge would not be a suitable descent route. After the
return to the Seward base camp, Narumi, oppressed by the huge face, decided
to remain at base camp.
Yakahoma and Okada left the camp on May 4 heavily loaded with seven
days of food, gas to melt snow for water, a small tent and sleeping bags, and
climbing gear. Initially favored by good weather, they made two bivouacs on
the face and reached its top at 11:00 p.m. for a very cold third bivouac on May
6. The pair decided that it was too dangerous to retrace the convoluted ascent
route and thus had to descend the long E Ridge after all. They further decided
that mountaineering aesthetics required that the climb end not just anywhere
but on a summit. They traversed to reach Logan E Peak (5,898 m) at 1:40
p.m. on May 7, then descended the E Ridge for their fourth bivouac at 3,170
m. Next day, they completed a 30-km slog back to Seward and base camp by
11:45 p.m. for their flight out on May 9.
At the nineteenth Piolet d’Or in Chamonix, April 15, 2011, the symbolic
Golden Ice Axe was awarded to Okada and Yakahoma for their “journey into
the unknown in perfect alpine style [which] took place on the immense SE
Face of Mount Logan. . . . This tested them with all the variables of pure
alpinism. . . . The two Japanese mountaineers rose to this perfectly.” The
judges noted that, for the same ascent, they had already won the Piolet d’Or
Asia on October 22, 2010, in Seoul.

China and Tibet
The huge area that Tamotsu (Tom) Nakamura has christened “East of
the Himalaya,” the most important remaining reservoir of unclimbed
big mountains, has been largely closed to exploration and climbing in its
Tibet portion. The reasons for this closure are complex and controversial.
Paradoxically, accelerated physical development of the area by China’s
western development drive—roads, railways, and dams for hydroelectricity
and flood control—has sometimes made access to remote areas more difficult
as traditional bridal paths and footways are abandoned and overgrown.
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The local population, now less poor, shows little interest in carrying for and
serving foreigners. The tensions between ethnic minority groups, particularly
between the once-dominant Tibetans and the multiplicity of “others,” have
led to conflicts. The local and central Chinese authorities try to suppress or
at least conceal these by restricting foreign access and, through the Public
Security Bureau, ending the previously common contacts between Tibetans
and foreigners.
However it came to be, climbers heed the closure. Nakamura, who closely
follows activities in east Tibet, said he “did not hear [of ] any expedition,
either climbing or exploration, in eastern Tibet in 2010.” The situation is
less bleak farther east, particularly in Sichuan’s Minya Konka massif reported
separately later, and to a degree elsewhere in Sichuan.
Conversely, officials encourage, and subsidize, vacation tourism, but
more for the Chinese than for foreigners. Tourist hotels, good access roads,
chairlifts, and scenic attractions have flourished, and thousands of Chinese
vacationers crowd them. Some of this has a Disneyesque flavor. Nakamura
reports the construction of artificially prettified and sanitized Tibetan villages
and the renaming of Zhongdiang in west Yunnan to “Shangri La.”
The emphasis on tourist attractions has its counterintuitive aspects. In
Baoshan Airport south of the Hengduan Mountains near the Myanmar
border, Nakamura photographed a historical display in the waiting room. It
glorified the U.S.-supported resistance of the Chiang Kai-shek regime to the
Japanese in World War II. Baoshan played an important part in the “over the
hump” aerial supply of Chungking (today spelled Chongqing), Chiang Kaishek’s temporary capital during the war. The display shows a C-46 transport
plane in clearly American markings, portraits of the American generals Claire
Lee Chennault and Joseph Stillwell, and—mirabile dictu—Chiang Kai-shek
and Madam Chiang arm in arm with an American general, probably Stillwell.
All are credited for their courageous resistance to the Japanese invaders. One
wonders if the Baoshan Airport manager will survive if the party line shifts
again.
Xiaqiangla (5,470 m) in Sichuan’s Daxue Shan well north of Minya
Konka lies in the so-called Valley of Beauty in Danba. Nakamura photographed lakes, classical Tibetan houses, tall tapering stone towers, and handsomely costumed women. Five members of the Hiroshima section of the
Japanese Alpine Club led by Chiharu Yoshimura set up a base camp on the
shore of idyllic Da Haizi (a lake) in April 2010. Splitting into two groups,
they attempted the unclimbed mountain by the NE Face and the N Ridge
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from an advanced base camp at 5,020 m. Leaving the camp at 6:00 a.m., the
NE Face party, Hiroshi Matsushima and Ken Sato, reached the main summit at 2:40 p.m. on May 2 for the first ascent. They descended and joined the
second party, which had reached the subsidiary Pk 3, and all returned safely
to advanced base camp. Unfortunately, dam construction has caused major
environmental damage on the Dadu River just east of the Valley of Beauty.
	Near much-climbed Singuniang, Se’erdenpu (5,592 m) is the highest
of a small group of mostly rock peaks in the Qonglai Mountains of west
Sichuan. The name has been translated as “savage,” perhaps more accurately
as “yeti” or even “abominable snowman.” The peak is so named for a face-like
pattern on the upper portion as seen from the north. Several attempts on the
relatively accessible mountain had failed before Americans Dylan Johnson and
Chad Kellog visited in September 2010. They found the field crowded by four
other expeditions, and they moved their efforts to the more remote E Face.
After the start of the autumn snows, repeated weather delays, and one serious
leader fall, they reached the summit for the first ascent at 2:30 p.m. on a clear
day in October, enjoying remarkable views of the normally cloud-shrouded
Qonglai range.

Yangmolong and the Future
More typical of recent difficulties is the long, finally successful struggle to
reach the highest point of Yangmolong (6,060 m) in a small massif of the
Shaluli Shan of western Sichuan. The mountain has a long list of unsuccessful
attempts starting in 1991 and the reputation as “perhaps one of the toughest
[unclimbed] peaks in Sichuan.” The early tries were defeated by climbing
difficulty compounded by the area’s notoriously unreliable weather. The best
route seemed to lie up the north side, and in 2007, David Wynne-Jones’s
British-American expedition reached 5,400 m on that side before bad weather
and unstable snow stopped them. They found the ethnically Tibetan villagers
in the approach valley friendly and helpful. On their return in 2009, all had
changed. They reported being constantly hassled by villagers and complained
of theft. Jon Otto’s American-Chinese expedition reported similar problems, despite its Chinese liaison officer. Several other expeditions tried the
mountain from the politically accessible but more difficult south side, and
failed. In 2010, Otto’s group devised a difficult but feasible approach to the
north side but got no higher than 5,900 m.
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Trying again in fall of 2011, Otto (an American living in China), Liu Yong,
Su Rongqin, and American cameraman Tim Boelter combined a twentyhour drive on dirt roads from Chengdu with a two-day walk over a 5,080-m
pass, descending to their starting point below the N Face, thus avoiding the
reportedly troublesome villagers. The climb itself, in light alpine style, went
more easily in a lucky good-weather window between two major storms. All
four, climbing together, took three days to reach the summit on October
20, 2011, and one day to descend. This was the first ascent of Yangmolong.
Quarrels and difficulties notwithstanding, Otto said he was “impressed,
perhaps more so than the climbing by small monasteries tucked high up
valleys, the Tibetan livelihood, and their religious practices.”
	It appears that the romantic heyday of exploratory mountaineering by
small groups in the East of the Himalaya region is over. The physical and
economic changes in the region are irreversible as is the flood of Chinese
tourists and settlers from the east. As I draft these notes in January 2012, a
new phase in the asymmetric struggle between the Chinese authorities and
the Tibetan minority has opened. It is one of fiery self-immolation. Since
March 2011, about 20 monks or former monks have burned themselves to
death or tried to do so. Most of them are young and from monasteries outside
Tibet proper, but recently at least one senior lama from Tibet has died.
The Chinese authorities try to conceal or trivialize the demonstrations, and
the followers of the expatriate Dalai Lama try to publicize them. Each group
points to the other as responsible for the deaths. Their only point of agreement is that self-immolation is not a classical tenet of Tibetan Buddhism. The
ultimate effect of this new campaign is uncertain. Although self-immolation
is a common strategy of the weak against the strong, history has shown that it
usually has no major effect on the policies of a strong state. The Tibetans are,
no doubt, encouraged by counter-examples: the unseating of the Ngo Dinh
Diem regime in Vietnam after the fiery suicides of Buddhist monks and nuns;
and the recent catalytic and sustaining effect of similar actions in the so-called
Arab Spring. The outcome awaits further events.

Minya Konka Massif
Contrary to events in other Chinese and Chinese-dominated mountain
areas—even elsewhere in Sichuan—this group of high 6,000- and 7,000-m
peaks remains relatively open to foreign climbers. It is easily and quickly
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reached from Chengdu, permits are freely granted and usually honored
by the local authorities, and it remains a good venue for the small, lowbudget expeditions that have previously been so successful in the east of the
Himalaya region.
A typical example is the first recorded ski descent in the massif.
Americans Ingrid Backstrom, Kasha Rigby, and Jimmy Chin and Giula
Monego of Italy, visited Reddomain (6,112 m) in a thirteen-day foray from
Chengdu in September and October of 2009. (Reddomain, north of Minya
Konka, was first ascended by a New Zealand expedition in 2004.) After
acclimatizing at a 4,500-m base camp, the four climbed the W Ridge to
reach the summit on October 5, 2009. The ski down was not continuous.
It required some rappelling with skis on and some short rappels carrying
the skis. Near their camp 1 at 5,200 m, they climbed back to the ridge and
skied its full length until the snow ran out at about 4,800 m just above their
base camp.
Daddomain (6,380 m), which lies just NNW of Minya Konka, was first
climbed, via the W Ridge, by a New Zealander in 2004. In March and April
2010, Fumitaka Ichimura, Ryo Masumato, and Kemei Nagata of the now
ubiquitous Giri-Giri Boys visited the massif. After acclimatization and a short
look at the then-unclimbed E Face of Mt Edgar—which they declined to
attempt—they started up Daddomain E Face on April 19. After six days of
climbing with snow delays and three different bivouac sites, they reached
the summit at 9:25 a.m. on April 25. They returned to their base camp the
next day. This was the second ascent of Daddomain and the first ascent via
the E Face.
The climbing history of peaks just below the magic elevation of 6,000
m is more obscure, but it appears that in 2008 an American, Aidan Loehr,
made a solo first ascent via the W Ridge of Dogonomba (5,960 m), north of
Daddomain and on the same ridge. New Zealander Tim Church and Austrian
Yvonne Pfluger (who lives in New Zealand) made the second ascent in a
25-day round trip in May 2010. They climbed for five days up the W Ridge,
reaching the top on May 21. Their quick ascent left time for other climbs and
what they described as enjoyable sightseeing before they returned to Chengdu
by public bus.
The E or SE face of Mt Edgar (6,618 m), also known as E-Gongga,
has achieved near-cult status because many climbers have tried and failed
to reach the top by this route. Americans Johnny Copp, Micah Dash, and
Wade Johnson died in an avalanche while making their attempt in 2009.
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The well-known Bruce Normand (a Scot who now lives in China)
and American Kyle Dempster made an eight-day visit to the massif in
November 2010. They warmed up on the W Face of Mt Grosvenor (6,376
m), a 24-hour effort followed by one bivouac—the mountain’s second ascent.
The first ascent of Edgar’s E Face was far more difficult and dangerous,
comprising five days of bad weather and avalanches to the summit and three
days down. Normand describes the route this way: “Although not a very
direct line, [it] may be the only safe one on the east face of Edgar.” Normand’s
description of the climb in the American Alpine Journal makes it clear that
safety is a highly subjective concept.

Scholarly Mountaineering
The nearly complete suspension of exploratory mountaineering in eastern
Tibet could not stop the scholarly elucidation of the sometimes-confused
maze of hundreds of little-known mountains there. Tatsuo (Tim) Inoue of the
Alpine Club of Kobe University (ACKU) is no armchair mountaineer. He led
the expedition that made the first ascent of any peak in the extensive
Kangri Garpo range in 2009. He now has produced a major rationalization
of the hundreds of mountains in the range, particularly the 6,000-m peaks.
Kangri Garpo stretches 280 km in a roughly NW to SE line from Tongmai
to Zayul near the Sichuan border. The only known ascent is the 2009 climb
of Lopchin Feng (6,805 m), the second highest summit in the range (see
the account in Alpina, Appalachia, Summer/Fall 2011, LXII no. 2, page 121).
Until now, most of the mountains were unnamed as well as being unclimbed
and had uncertain locations and elevations. Inoue has produced a document
(Japanese Alpine News, Volume 12, pages 104–131) that goes far toward filling
this gap. It might be thought that in these times of Google Earth and satellite
technology, his task would be a simple one, but that proved untrue. Inoue
used Google Maps, Google Earth, and a whole alphabet soup of other
technologies—Advanced Spaceborne Thermal Emission and Reflection
Radiometer (ASTER), Shuttle Radar Topography Mission (SRTM), and all
the rest—as well as old Soviet maps and Chinese People’s Liberation Army
maps. Unfortunately, he had no access to the most recent Chinese versions.
The process was a painstaking effort to establish the elevation and
location of hundreds of predominantly remote and unexplored mountains,
attach an unambiguous identifier (Inoue uses a “KG number”) and, using a
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Tatsuo “Tim” Inoue, using available satellite and other data, established elevations for
hundreds of remote, unexplored mountains in the Kangri Garpo Range of Tibet. This
illustration is an example of his work, showing three 6,000-meter peaks in the Delupola
group of peaks. Inoue’s “KG” labels were his own invention. TAMOTSU NAKAMURA

whole library of images, relate the KG number to previous names and map
locations when they exist. For this effort, Inoue amassed images taken by four
ACKU expeditions and by a long list of mostly Japanese explorers—the list
headed, of course, by Tamotsu Nakamura. The library incorporates a single
photo taken in 1933 by Frank Kingdon-Ward. (By amazing skill or luck,
Kingdon-Ward chose to photograph Ruoni, the highest peak in the entire
280 km range.)
	Inoue observes, “The altitude data extracted from ASTER and Google
Earth indicate lower height numbers on the sharp or thin summit structure
peaks than . . . actual and little lower numbers on massive or round shape
peaks.” He therefore assumes that “all data extracted from the satellite survey
indicate lower than [actual elevation.]” Some may debate this conclusion, but
anyone who compares Himalayan Google Earth images with good photos of
the same peaks will notice the apparent flattening effect.
	Inoue’s principal product is a table of 47 Kangri Garpo peaks 6,000 m or
more high (the previous estimate for the number of Kangri Garpo 6,000ers
was 30.) The table lists each peak’s KG number, position in degrees, minutes,
and seconds, the best elevation estimate, and names, if any. Most mountaineers
have limited interest in mountains “that no one has ever heard of,” a fortiori
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in those of unknown position and height. Thus, the table will probably set the
agenda for climbs in the Kangri Garpo for the foreseeable future.

In Memoriam
George Christopher Band, OBE1, 1929–2011.The death in August of
George Band was a major loss from the rapidly decreasing group of survivors
of the golden age of Himalayan mountaineering when nearly all the very
highest peaks in the world were climbed for the first time. Band was the
youngest climber, selected at age 23, on John Hunt’s 1953 Everest expedition,
which put Sir Edmund Hillary and Tenzing Norgay on top for the first
ascent of the highest of all. Hampered by acclimatization problems and
illness, Band’s high point was a carry with Sherpas to 7,300 meters. He is
better remembered for his first ascent of Kanchenjunga with Joe Brown in
1955. Kanchenjunga is the third highest mountain in the world, much more
difficult and dangerous than Everest. The ascent by Band and Brown was the
only first ascent by English climbers of any of the fourteen 8,000ers, was made
by a new route without extensive previous reconnaissance, and marked the
first participation of working-class climbers such as Brown in high-standard
Himalayan mountaineering.
Band was born on Japanese-controlled Formosa (now Taiwan) to
Presbyterian missionaries. The family escaped from the island only a fortnight
before the outbreak of war in the Pacific following the attack at Pearl Harbor.
Band was educated in England at Eltham College and Queen’s at Cambridge.
He was president of the Cambridge University Mountaineering Club
(CUMC) and managed some good climbs in the Alps despite the limitations
of Britain’s postwar economic austerity policies. His climbing experience led
to his selection for Everest. Band’s national service was as a Royal Signals
officer with experience as mess officer, leading to his subsequent expedition
assignments to the usually thankless tasks of communications and expedition
food supply.
Between Everest and Kanchenjunga, Band joined a six-man CUMC
expedition to then unclimbed Rakaposhi (7,788 meters). The expedition
failed to reach the top, but it pioneered the idea of transporting gear and
some members in a heavy-duty van the 7,600-odd miles overland to the
1

OBE is a grade in the Most Excellent Order of the British Empire.
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Himalaya to save money. (The idea became the approach of choice for
low-budget expeditions in the 1960s and 1970s.) He also put together The
Road to Rakaposhi (Travel Book Club, 1955), a charming tale with much local
color and history—in my view his best book.
He then tried to be a professional mountaineer. But he had read geology at
Cambridge and petroleum engineering at Imperial College and, responding
to the questions of his parents about “when he would get a real job,” he joined
Shell for an itinerant but remunerative career as an expatriate petroleum
executive. His near contemporary, Chris Bonington, chose differently, as he
told in his autobiography I Choose to Climb (Gollancz, 1966)— thus, Band’s
sly remark, “I chose to work.” And he did, in seven different countries.
The discovery of the North Sea oil fields in 1983 brought him back to England,
where he headed the UK Offshore Operators Association. That post, and
his subsequent retirement, gave him the opportunity to hold a series of
mountaineering and charitable establishment posts, including president of
the Alpine Club, the British Mountaineering Council, and the Himalayan
Trust (founded by Hillary to provide education and health care to the
Sherpas). Band found time to author two more books—much more in the
establishment mode: Everest: 50 Years on Top of the World (Harper Collins) in
2003, and Summit: A Celebration of 150 Years of the Alpine Club (Collins) in
2006. In 2008, he was granted the OBE for his services to mountaineering
and charity.
Acknowledgments. These notes are based in part on accounts in Japanese Alpine
News and The American Alpine Journal and its electronic supplements.
The use of the valuable reference source The Himalayan Database is also gratefully acknowledged.
—Jeffery Parrette
Alpina Editor
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News and Notes
John Judge Named President
of Appalachian Mountain Club
John D. Judge, the former chief
development officer of Springfield,
Massachusetts, and a longtime
advocate for children in both his
professional and volunteer activities, became the fourth chief executive of the Appalachian Mountain
Club on February 1.
Judge, 44, succeeded Andrew J.
Falender, who retired after 23 years.
“We are excited about John’s
experience, talent, and passion for
AMC’s mission, particularly in
getting young people engaged
with the outdoors,” said Laurie
Gabriel, chair of the AMC Board of
John Judge in April. JEFF LANGEVIN
Directors. “We can’t think of
anyone we would rather have
leading the AMC as we work to broaden and diversify our constituents, help
more kids and families get outdoors, and expand our role as a conservation
leader in the Northeast and Mid-Atlantic regions.”
“I am energized by the challenges AMC has committed to taking on
over the next decade,” said Judge. “Attracting 500,000 constituents, helping 500,000 kids experience wild places, fulfilling our vision for the Maine
Woods Initiative, and engaging more people in our conservation and
trail stewardship efforts is a tall order, but an exciting one. I am looking
forward to using my experience in building partnerships to increase the
impact of the AMC in the region.”
“John possesses an extensive understanding of management issues as well as
a commitment to our mission,” said Falender. “The diversity of his nonprofit
experience will be extremely valuable as the AMC takes on new initiatives.”
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Judge joins the AMC as a respected nonprofit and government leader,
having served in executive and senior development, finance, and marketing
roles. Judge is credited with transforming a financially troubled Greater Boston
chapter of Habitat for Humanity to a top-performing urban affiliate. In his
most recent post in Springfield, Judge oversaw projects with a collective value
of hundreds of millions of dollars and set the city on a path of sustainable
development, including the construction of the state’s largest solar field.
Judge founded and led Judge Co. LLC, focused on inner-city real estate
development and construction.
He serves on the boards of Northeastern University’s School of Public
Policy and the Springfield Technical Community College Foundation.
He cofounded the New Frontier Society of the John F. Kennedy Library
Foundation, a nonpartisan group that encourages young adult participation in
public affairs. He also served as state chair of the Massachusetts Commission
on Community Service and Volunteerism from 2001 to 2004. He served as a
volunteer with scouting and other youth groups.
Judge holds a B.A. in economics from Stonehill College and a master’s
of public administration from Harvard University’s Kennedy School of
Government. He lives in Boston.
Current and former AMC board members and other nonprofit and
business leaders from outside the organization led a search process for nine
months. The committee worked closely with the AMC chapters, staff, and
Board of Advisors in identifying requirements and candidates.
—from AMC release

Cohos Trail Completed
Wild and winding, Cohos Trail traverses the high country of Coos County,
New Hampshire. The trail tracks through public land, across untrammeled
wild spaces, and into the heart of the deep northern forest. Cohos Trail—
which is named after the pronunciation of Coos County, in which it lies—
follows an elevated spine of ridgeline sandwiched between the Connecticut
and the Ammonoosuc rivers. Cohos Trail is the first long trail that starts in
New Hampshire and finishes across the Canadian border, from the Davis
Path in Crawford Notch to Quebec.
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Without knowing it, I’ve already hiked sections of the trail in the Kilkenny
Range. I’ve driven my dog team alongside the trail as it heads into the Percy
Peaks, and I stepped onto the trail the first time I visited the Silvio O. Conte
National Fish and Wildlife Refuge at Cherry Pond. I drive across it on my
way through Dixville Notch on my way to Colebrook. Cohos Trail hits the
highlights of peaks and the bends of the Connecticut River. It is a true wild
North Country trail.
	In 2011, the Cohos Trail Association announced a significant event: after
twelve years, the trail was complete. The 162-mile track had reached Canada.
The trail, although a group effort and a grassroots success, can be attributed
to the vision of one person: Kim Nilsen, who fell in love with that elevated
ridgeline spine while a reporter in Lancaster in the 1970s. He asked old
woodsmen about their favorite places, and he would explore, bushwhacking
into the deep forest. Attempts at the time to build excitement in a Northern
New Hampshire long trail did not garner much interest, and Nilsen shelved
the idea until the 1990s, when he was again charmed by the notion.
“There is something about the wild spaces and the nature of the place,”
Nilsen said. So he started out again with the project.
The attraction of Cohos Trail lies in wilderness and solitude, a decision to
“not hike with the masses,” in Nilsen’s own words. “The Cohos Trail is a wild
and new trail in the mountains,” he said.
	Over twelve years, the Cohos Trail Association managed to raise $75,000,
through charitable organizations such as the Davis Foundation, the
Tillotson Fund, and the New Hampshire Charitable Fund; environmental
organizations such as the Connecticut River Fund and the Field Pond Fund;
and recreational trail funding such as the Recreational Trails Program. This
money went toward building bridges and making signs, and a dedicated
group of volunteers did the vast majority of work. These workers included
those who sit on the board, people who adopted trail sections, and those who
cleared the trail into Canada. The association built strong partnerships with
the state of New Hampshire and with the Society for the Protection of New
Hampshire Forests. “We built the trail on a shoestring,” Nilsen said.
	Now that the trail is cut, he is working on the next phase: turning
the woods path into a fleshed-out destination. He envisions a system of
lean-tos with outhouses, rustic bridges that span the water crossings, and
eventually a base camp for volunteer and paid trail maintainers. The trail,
which adventure races already use, stands to be a driver for ecological-based
economic development.
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The Cohos Trail experience is wild. It is sitting on Bald Head, looking
down the Phillips Brook valley across to the Crescent and Pilot Range, with
the Presidential Range 45 miles away. It is a full moon night, balmy and quiet,
listening to two coyote packs interacting in lonely howls across 4 miles of
valley. It is sleeping at the edge of a clear-cut, snoring interrupted by an 800pound bull moose staring at you, or leaning against a bulldozed berm of earth
watching a moose slowly denude a maple sapling. Barred owls in daylight,
shadowing your movements, “the greatest experience with an avian thing I’ve
ever had,” Nilsen reminisces, in the great quiet woods of Coos County.
The trail is marked with yellow blazes, and signs stained brown with yellow
lettering. A map is found on the Cohos Trail website: www.cohostrail.org.
—Sally Manikian
News and Notes Editor

Successes for New England Trail
Designated a National Scenic Trail in 2009, New England Trail just completed
a remarkable second year of conservation partnership projects, resulting in
the permanent protection of 4.25 trail miles and 525 acres of trail corridor
lands. In 2011, more than 300 volunteers donated 9,085 hours to care for
this 215-mile trail in Connecticut and Massachusetts. (The original proposed
trail went all the way to Mount Monadnock in New Hampshire, but the
New Hampshire legislature voted not to be part of the trail, leaving open the
possibility of joining later.)
A recent conservation success was reached in Northfield, Massachusetts,
where Mount Grace Land Conservation Trust worked with Northfield Mount
Hermon School to protect 117 acres, including 0.75 mile of New England
Trail (NET). The trust plans to transfer the property to the Massachusetts
Department of Conservation and Recreation in 2012, when it will be added
to the Northfield State Forest. “This is a big win for the New England Trail
and for landscape scale conservation in Massachusetts,” said Mount Grace
Conservation Director David Graham Wolf. “The land gives access to
Northfield State Forest and the Great Swamp from the west. The property
itself is part of a nearly 8,000-acre roadless area, making it a very significant
biodiversity hot spot for our region.”
	In Massachusetts, Barbara and Sam Richardson, with help from 15
volunteers from the Appalachian Mountain Club Berkshire Chapter,
constructed a new enclosed shelter for NET hikers. This beautiful shelter,
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sited in Northfield and protected by a conservation easement generously
donated by the Richardsons, affords sweeping mountaintop views in all
directions. Last spring, 40 volunteers donated more than 645 hours to
rehabilitate 1 mile of severely eroded trail on Mount Tom State Reservation,
work that included restoration of historic stairs built by the Civilian
Conservation Corps in the 1930s. This much-need project was ably coordinated
by the nonprofit trail maintenance organization Trailwrights in collaboration
with Massachusetts DCR.
	In Connecticut, trail volunteers received specialized training in low-impact
trail construction, including highline rigging techniques coordinated by the
Connecticut Forest and Park Association. The NET’s visibility and navigation
were enhanced by new trailhead kiosks at Mount Higby, Penwood State Park,
Ragged Mountain, Seven Falls, Tynan Park, and Route 80 in Guilford.
Another kiosk went up at Rising Corners in Southwick, Massachusetts.
Additional trail identification signs were installed at nine smaller trailheads.
The principal trail stewards of the NET are the staff and volunteers of the
Connecticut Forest & Park Association in Connecticut and the Berkshire
Chapter of the AMC in Massachusetts. They are assisted by the National Park
Service in managing, protecting, restoring, and caring for this New England
treasure. For further information, including guides and maps, please visit
www.newenglandtrail.org.
—Sally Manikian

Berlin, New Hampshire, Teens Build Trail
“You want me to what? I feel like I should at least take her out to dinner or
something first.” A grubby kid with tattooed forearms said this, angelic smile
quivering momentarily on his pierced lip before everyone started laughing
like second-graders in an underpants factory.
The teenager had just been told to “hump” (trail maintenance lingo for
“move”) a gigantic rock down a trail and into position for a stone staircase.
The kids on this trail crew were not the usual trail volunteers. Nary a
soul hailed from the Boston metro area. They were all from Berlin, New
Hampshire. They live in the mountains, in “The City that Trees Built.”
Today, with the Berlin pulp mill shuttered and the stacks demolished, the
surrounding forests and mountains as a working landscape is a nearly new
concept. And work was the name of the game for these particular ladies
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and gentlemen, all members of the federally funded Jobs for America’s
Graduates program.
The program, known as JAG, teaches at-risk teenagers around the country
skills and how to lead. Berlin has heart and history and potential, but a
stroll down Main Street or a gander at the police log makes a strong case for
almost any kid in town being at-risk. In Berlin, they’ve got longer odds to
beat than in many places. JAG’s primary efforts are concentrated throughout
the academic year, but during the summer, the program provides funding
to pay students to work within their communities. The students put their
job skills training into practice and earn actual paychecks. That the money
for their wages comes from JAG itself opens the sorts of opportunities
available to the students and their communities. New Hampshire’s North
Country, for example, is long on community need, but chronically short
on cash to pay eager young people to learn the local job skills that
would either keep them employed in or lure them back to the region after
they graduate.
	In past years, the Berlin High School (BHS) JAG kids have worked
predominantly for the school system as a summertime janitorial crew. They
spent part of their summer vacation cleaning the school buildings, scrubbing
graffiti and gum off lockers and desks and chairs. Technically, with the prisons
in Berlin as potential major employers, this sort of institutional work is
appropriate job training for local teens, but it sure doesn’t seem like much
fun. Nor does it honor the potential within these kids.
	In an effort to expand the locally appropriate job opportunities, the AMC
stepped into the breach. Sally Manikian, the AMC backcountry resource
conservation manager, pulled together the team of the indomitable Lisa
King—the coordinator, drill sergeant, and den mother of BHS JAG, Gary
Bisson—the BHS vice principal, the City of Berlin Planning Department,
and Alex DeLucia of the AMC volunteer trail crew program. Manikian
wanted to find local kids to build a trail up Mount Jasper, which perches
behind BHS.
The JAG kids were moderately interested, but the adults involved were
on fire for the project and worked for months on scheduling and logistics to
make it happen. Moving rocks, as the kids learned, is difficult. I think that
those efforts may pale compared with the paper-trail efforts necessary to get
the project on the ground.
Along with the all-terrain vehicle and snowmobile traffic, Mount Jasper
sees use by local bikers, hikers, dog walkers, and occasional gym or science
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classes from BHS. However, with all the mechanical use, the available trails
are deep gullies with loose rocks that lurk in wait of unsuspecting ankles.
To break out of these eroding ruts, JAG paid ten of its Berlin High School
students to cut a hiking trail up Mount Jasper under the leadership of the staff
of the AMC Volunteer Trail Crew. Manikian laid out the trail, with assistance
from the AMC staff and several eagerly helpful dogs.
The new Jasper trail is approximately a mile of brand new trail, merging
in some places with better sections of the old trail. The bulk of the new
section was cleared and the treadway hardened through the exhausting and
monotonous labors of the JAG students. Trail work, as cool as it is, can be
mind-numbingly dull, and the first week of the Jasper project was just that.
Over the hottest week of the summer, the kids clipped, cleared, and raked
their trail into existence. There were minimal tears on site, but plenty of
sweat and blisters and frustration, and, ultimately, intense and burning pride.
The shear unpleasantness of the first week seemed to solder the kids to the
project—and the second and third weeks of rockwork and stabilization on
the lower sections of trail had a special sheen as everyone learned how to use
the tools and their bodies to rip boulders out of the ground, muscle them
around the woods, and place them in tidy staircases.
	Seeing the gritty pride in their faces as they handled rockbars and
sledgehammers with grace and ease, I got the sense that not many people tell
the JAG kids how great they are. It was impressive to witness their posture
improve and their eyes light up and their laughter get louder as they got
comfortable with the idea that their work mattered, that their efforts were
noticed and appreciated.
Tropical Storm Irene raged through the region a few weeks after the project was finished, and someone phoned Manikian to say that they’d met a
Berlin kid with an ax patrolling the new trail after the storm. It wasn’t one of
the JAG kids but one of their friends, who didn’t want all those hours of work
to be demolished by the wind and rain.
	In Robin Hood: Prince of Thieves, Robin Hood says twenty men defending
their home can defeat a hundred hired soldiers. I’m sure the same idea
appears in many places far more gracefully than delivered by Kevin Costner,
but the sentiment remains true and should be better incorporated into all
conservation efforts. The potential energy within frustrated teenagers in rural
places may be the uncouth, untapped, unlikely, but ultimately, successful
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key to a new type of conservation that betters both the socioeconomic and
ecological communities of a rare and precious region.
—Bethany Taylor

Bethany Taylor worked with the students on the Mount Jasper project.

Waterman Grants Aid Scientific Research, Mountain Stewards
The Waterman Alpine Stewardship Fund awarded the Appalachian Mountain
Club $5,440 for a digital database of scientific research. The grant was one of
four annual grants the Waterman Fund announced in January.
The AMC will use the money to digitally update and expand its
bibliography of scientific research on alpine ecology in the northeastern
United States. The broadening of this database will include “gray literature”
(unpublished or not easily accessible research or documents), educational
materials, and stewardship techniques. The combination will be especially
valuable to scientists, managers, and others with a keen interest in the alpine
zone. The project also includes an assessment of the technical needs of hosting
the bibliography online and which institution or partner organization is best
suited to updating and maintaining it. The AMC Research Department,
directed by Dr. Ken Kimball, will conduct this project.
The Margret and H.A. Rey Center of Waterville Valley, New Hampshire,
received $2,275 to support citizen science and stewardship of the nearby
Welch ledges. Along the popular loop hike of Welch and Dickey mountains,
which offers uncommonly spectacular views, the Welch ledges support a
rare rock outcrop plant community that includes several alpine species.
Under the direction of Research Coordinator Kim Votta, the Rey Center
will conduct guided hikes with the public and organized groups and train
volunteer stewards.
Antioch University New England’s Monadnock Ecological Research and
Education Project was awarded $3,675 to support a summit steward in summer
and fall 2012. The MERE Project is directed by Dr. Peter Palmiotto and is run
in partnership with Monadnock State Park, the Society for the Protection
of New Hampshire Forests, the Monadnock Advisory Commission, and
the Town of Jaffrey. In this fourth year of the summit steward program on
Mount Monadnock, the Waterman Fund grant will ensure a steward is at
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the summit on high-use weekends and other high-visitation days, including
those with summer camp outings of several hundred children.
Dr. Nancy Slack of the Sage Colleges of Albany, New York, was awarded
$1,500 to inventory rare bryophytes and lichens and the vascular plants of
snowbed communities on Mount Washington, New Hampshire. Slack and
her colleague, Dr. Jeffrey Duckett from the London (England) Natural
History Museum, are internationally recognized experts on bryophytes
and lichens.
	Since 2000, the Waterman Fund has raised more than $300,000 for alpine
stewardship projects across New England. The fund was named in memory
of the late climber and outdoors writer Guy Waterman, and in honor of
his wife, Laura, who serves on its board. Contact the fund via the website
www.watermanfund.org or write to P.O. Box 1064, East Corinth, VT 05040.
—From press releases

Society for Protection of New Hampshire Forests
Saves The Balsams Land
The Society for the Protection of New Hampshire Forests has completed a
deal with the Tillotson Corporation to conserve much of the land surrounding the historic Balsams Hotel in Dixville Notch, New Hampshire. After
raising about $850,000 from donors in less than three months, the SPNHF
holds conservation restrictions that will protect the working forest, views,
and 30 miles of recreational trails that the public and The Balsams guests have
enjoyed for decades. The new owners of the hotel will own the land.
	SPNHF raised the money through 1,500 donations in only a few months’
time. The Northern Pass hydroelectric project had expressed interest in buying
rights of way. “People around the state and in fact around the region were
reacting to that and wanted to help us precisely because they wanted to stop
Northern Pass,” said Jack Savage, a spokesman for SPNHF. The conservation
restrictions will prohibit further subdivision and commercial development
while allowing sustainable forestry and recreational access.
The land that will be protected surrounds the site of the hotel. The
conserved land will include the popular outlook known as Table Rock that
offers a spectacular vista across Coos County to Maine, Vermont, and Canada.
The hotel, golf course, and ski area will not be part of the conserved area.
—From press releases and report by Chris Jensen of
New Hampshire Public Radio
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100 Years at the Bottom of the World
On December 14, 1911, Roald Amundsen of Norway became the first person
to reach the geographic South Pole. Only a few weeks later, Robert Scott of
the United Kingdom arrived to find an empty tent and a Norwegian flag.
Scott and his men perished on the return trip, less prepared than Amundsen
in bulk of supply and transportation method (Amundsen relying on dog
team, Scott relying on machines and horses).
To mark the 100th anniversary of the feat, the normally quiet South
Pole station was host to a variety of dignitaries, overland feats, and events. A
separate camp was set up to host the 100 visitors, who flew in by plane, drove
in by truck, or skied in to reenact Amundsen’s trip. A similar wave of tourists
came in mid-January, in honor of Scott’s historic, albeit unfortunate, arrival
at the Pole.
The Antarctic continent is now a symbol of international cooperation,
governed by the International Antarctic Treaty. The U.S. Antarctic Program,
of the National Science Foundation, oversees U.S. programming and research
in Antarctica.
—Sally Manikian

During last December’s centennial celebration of Roald Amundsen’s expedition to the
South Pole, Norwegian Prime Minister Jens Stoltenberg skis near the Amundsen-Scott
South Pole Station. PETER REJCEK, NSF
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Research
Nonnative Plants at Three Mile Island Camp
In 2011, we returned to Three Mile Island on Lake
Winnipesaukee, in central New Hampshire, where in the process of
conducting a regular survey of plants, we identified seven nonnative plants
that grow there. These could become invasive, but now they are known as
“species of interest.”
	Since 1978, scientists have surveyed the plants on Three Mile, Hawk’s
Nest, and Blueberry islands (Holland et al. 1983). Samplings have occurred
on the islands at roughly 10-year intervals in 1978, 1991, and 2001 (Briggs
et al. 2008). The 2011 sampling occurred from June 11 to July 2, 2011, and
followed the protocol of the other samplings, but in addition, we found
seven nonnative “species of interest.”
Three Mile Island is one of many islands located in Lake Winnipesaukee.
The island has a camp that the Appalachian Mountain Club has operated
since 1901. Floristic studies have been conducted on Three Mile Island and
several other islands in the Lake Winnipesaukee region since 1901. Landscaper
Harlan P. Kelsey published the earliest floristic study on the island in 1902.
Subsequent studies include J.H. Emerton (1906), R.A. Ware (1906), E.G.
Hartmann (1941), and M. Holland and B. Sorrie (1989). Floristic studies
were also conducted on other islands in Lake Winnipesaukee, including
Rattlesnake (Berry 1966), Bear (Jackson 1969), and Timber Islands (Bradley
2005, Bradley and Crow 2010).
	Nonnative species of plants have been present on Three Mile Island since
the initial collections of 1901. Back in Three Mile Island Camp’s early years,
a donation was required from all members of the camp committee,
including Kelsey. Kelsey donated 481 plant specimens of 60 different species,
only 9 of which were native to the island. However, most of these introductions did not survive over the years. When Hartmann visited the island
in 1941, only about 28 percent of Kelsey’s introductions were observed
(Hartmann 1941, Holland and Sorrie 1989). When Holland and Sorrie (1989)
completed their floristic study, only about 20 percent of Kelsey’s introductions
had survived.
	Species of plants or other organisms that are introduced to a habitat are
referred to as introduced, exotic, or nonnative species. Some of these nonnative
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Researchers on Three Mile Island are watching Carolina silverbell, Halesia carolina,
which landscaper Harlan P. Kelsey introduced in 1901. WIKIMEDIA COMMONS

species can potentially become invasive species. As defined by the National
Invasive Species Council in 2010, an invasive species can cause widespread
harm and damage to an ecosystem.
The following are the species of interest on Three Mile, Hawk’s Nest,
and Blueberry islands. The species the Invasive Plant Atlas of New England
(IPANE) and other databases list as invasive are Berberis thunbergii,
Poa compressa, and Robinia hispida. The species that are not native to the
islands but were introduced by Kelsey in 1901 (Holland and Sorrie 1989) are
Halesia carolina and Rhododendron calendulaceum. The rare, threatened, or
endangered species are Rhododendron maximum and Rhododendron viscosum,
which Kelsey also introduced.
Japanese barberry (Berberis thunbergii) belongs to the family
Berberidaceae. A native of Japan, the Japanese barberry is an exotic species
found throughout northeastern United States and eastern Canada including
all the New England states. The Japanese barberry can be found in a variety
of habitats throughout New England including disturbed forested areas and
relatively undisturbed closed-canopy forests (IPANE 2011). The Japanese
barberry has been documented on Three Mile, Timber, Rattlesnake,
and Bear islands (Berry 1966, Bradley 2005, Bradley and Crow 2010, Holland
and Sorrie 1989, Jackson 1969), but this Kelsey introduction had not
been found on Three Mile Island since 1909 (Holland and Sorrie 1989). In
the 2011 sampling, only one Japanese barberry bush was observed near the
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Three Mile Island main house. No specimens were reported on Hawk’s Nest
or Blueberry islands.
Carolina silverbell (Halesia carolina) belongs to the family Styracaceae.
This perennial shrub is native to the southeastern states of the United States;
however, it is not native to the Lake Winnipesaukee region. H. carolina is
mostly found in low forested areas, and the minimum temperature that it can
survive is –23 degrees Celsius (Sluder 1990). The silverbell has only been documented on Three Mile Island (Holland and Sorrie 1989) in a swampy area
known as Rhododendron Swamp, where only one specimen was reported.
Canada bluegrass (Poa compressa) belongs to the grass family Poaceae.
Despite its name, the Canada bluegrass is an exotic plant from Europe found
in the continental United States, Canada, Alaska, and Hawaii. Currently,
this species poses no threat to undisturbed natural habitats of New England;
however, it does have the potential to become a nuisance species in areas
that are recovering from a disturbance because of its ability to spread via
rhizomes and high seed dispersal (IPANE 2003). The Canada bluegrass has
been documented on Three Mile, Timber, Rattlesnake, and Bear islands
(Berry 1966, Bradley 2005, Bradley and Crow 2010, Holland and Sorrie 1989,
Jackson 1969). In the 2011 sampling, several specimens were reported near the
Three Mile Island main house, but no specimens were reported elsewhere.
The flame azalea (Rhododendron calendulaceum) belongs to the family
Ericaceae. This perennial shrub is native in the area from Alabama and north
to Connecticut; however, it is not native to the Lake Winnipesaukee region
(USDA 2011). Several specimens have survived in Rhododendron Swamp on
Three Mile Island, along with other species of genus Rhododendron (Holland
and Sorrie 1989). In the 2011 sampling, these same specimens were reported,
and the species was not reported elsewhere on the islands.
The great laurel (Rhododendron maximum) belongs to the Ericaceae
family. This perennial shrub is native to the United States and found in the
eastern United States from Georgia to Maine. Kelsey introduced it to Three
Mile Island, although it is native to the region (Holland and Sorrie 1989).
Several specimens have survived in the Rhododendron Swamp (Holland and
Sorrie 1989). In the 2011 sampling, the specimens in Rhododendron Swamp
were reported, and this species was not found elsewhere on the islands.
The swamp azalea (Rhododendron viscosum) belongs to the Ericaceae
family. This perennial shrub is native to the United States and is found
throughout the southeastern United States up to the New England area.
Several specimens have survived in Rhododendron Swamp (Holland and
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Sorrie 1989). In the 2011 sampling, the
specimens in Rhododendron Swamp
were reported and the species was not
found elsewhere on the islands.
The bristly locust (Robinia hispida)
belongs to the legume family Fabaceae.
This perennial shrub is native to the
United States and is found throughout
the eastern half of the United States
as well as in the Pacific coastal states Rhododendron maximum.
WIKIMEDIA COMMONS
(USDA 2011). The R. hispida found on
Three Mile Island was introduced in
1901 by Kelsey. It has been found on the southern end of Three Mile Island
in disturbed areas (Holland field notes). R. hispida is considered invasive by
the Invasive Plant Atlas of the United States (2010); however, it is only listed
as escaping cultivation and no known threats were listed for the locust. The
bristly locust has only been documented on Three Mile Island (Holland and
Sorrie 1989). In the 2011 sampling, a few specimens were reported in the vista
near the main house, but none elsewhere.
	In summary, although several species that are considered invasive or
introduced are found throughout the island, none of them seem to be spreading
or taking over any particular area. Accordingly, most of the introduced species
were found in the same area that they were found in previous samplings
(Holland field notes). Most of the invasive species were found in the island’s
more disturbed areas. But all three Rhododendron species and Halesia carolina
were found in Rhododendron Swamp, which is a relatively undisturbed area
in what is known as the protective zone (Holland and Sorrie 1989). Robinia
hispida, Poa compressa, and Berberis thunbergii were all found around the main
house in an area known as the urban zone (Holland and Sorrie 1989).
—Mark G. Winkler and Marjorie M. Holland

Mark G. Winkler is a graduate student and Marjorie M. Holland is a professor
in the Biology Department at the University of Mississippi in Oxford, Mississippi.

Editor’s note: For a full list of resources cited in this article, see www.outdoors.org/
appalachia.
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The Quest to Identify a Rare Fern
I am not a scientist. I’m a stamp collector. Which explains why an ordinary
person like me, who likes to hike in the mountains, sees certain things and
tries to figure out what they are. I like to put names to things and put them
in their proper order.
	On August 23, 2010, in higher than 100-degree heat, I consult a
pteridologist (one who studies ferns) at Rancho Santa Ana Botanic Gardens,
in my hometown of Claremont, California. Claremont lies in the highlands
about an hour east of Los Angeles. I want to find out the name of a neat little
fern I collected a week or so ago while on a backpacking trip in Ice House
Canyon, in the Transverse Range of the San Gabriel Mountains. The trailhead
is a 30-minute drive north from my door. I had never seen anything like
this fern. After checking our copy of The Jepson Manual (the definitive field
guide to California plants, published by the University of California Press), I
thought, or perhaps more accurately
fantasized, that I had located a very
rare fern: a cliff-brake fern found
only in the eastern deserts. I have
visions of Huell Howser (a droll
television personality with a show
about California’s wild places)
interviewing me in the canyon,
where I reveal to him—and the
entire world—my rare plant.
	I hike up the hill in the oppressive
heat to the botanic gardens office,
only to be directed back down the
hill. Across from the parking lot,
in the air-conditioned Lee W. Lenz
Horticulture Building, beyond
the nursery, just inside the door, I
find a rather handsome redhead,
named Shawn, at his desk. I explain
my mission. He tells me he isn’t
a fern expert, simply an amateur
Pellaea mucronata var. californica,
who studies them. Nevertheless, he
California Bird’s-foot fern, growing in the
has The Jepson Manual on his desk,
San Gabriel Mountains.
MARCYN DEL CLEMENTS
opened precisely to ferns.
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	I show Shawn the sample I had collected from our camp in Ice House,
along with the photos I had taken. He gently suggests that what I think
is Pellaea (pel-LAY-ah) truncata can’t be that, because that is a desert fern,
found only in Arizona and parts of the eastern deserts of California.
(The Jepson Manual notes, more precisely, that it grows only in the New York
Mountains of California’s Mojave Desert.)
	Shawn tries to convince me that my fern is a more common variety called
Pellaea mucronata, bird’s foot fern. He even takes me outside to the desert section of the botanic gardens and shows me their Pellaea. This plant is
not happy and in no way resembles my robust sample. Since I remain unconvinced, Shawn then suggests I visit the herbarium up in the main offices.
	So, thanking him for his time, I truck back uphill, beginning to feel very
warm again.
At the main building, I am introduced to a very nice young woman,
Erika, who leads me up three flights of stairs to the herbarium. By this time,
sweat rolls down my face. On the third floor, the walls are lined with metal
cupboards. There is a sideboard under the window for viewing plants. The
names of the plants are printed on 3-by-5-inch cards placed at eye level on
each door. The Pellaea are the first we come to. Erika pulls down a book of
thick cardboard sheets from one of the shelves inside the cupboard and sets it
on the sideboard, opening the cover for me.
Leaning over, I peer at the first dried sample taped to a sheet. A full, round
drop of sweat slips off the end of my nose and lands with a plop directly on
the sheet. I quickly blot it with my skirt, hoping Erika hasn’t seen it. She is
more concerned, however, about the way I am turning the pages—as I would
turn those of a book. This causes the leaves underneath to rub off on the
previous page. Tiny leaves begin to fall into the creases. Tactfully, she shows
me how to pick each page up carefully and place it on top of the last one;
then reverse the process to close the book. This way the leaves will not fall off
individual plants. Otherwise, a researcher would never know which leaf came
from which sample, she says, and valuable identification would be lost.
We look at Pellaea mucronata (the bird’s foot fern, our local mountain
fern) and Pellaea truncata (the desert fern), and several plants that are a cross
between the two. My examination proves inconclusive. Both ferns have pointy
tips on the ends of the leaflets. Mucronata, I discovered, means “pointed tip.”
Nevertheless, I don’t want to sweat all over the herbarium sheets. So I reach
the hurried conclusion that, if Shawn and The Jepson Manual both told me
I haven’t found Pellaea truncata, then I probably don’t have the rare fern. So
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I help the kind woman put the sample pages away, and, thanking her again,
traipse back down the path to my car. I get in and immediately turn on the
air conditioning.
	One thing nags at me as I drive the three miles up the hill to my house.
Many of the samples I viewed show three leaflets on side branches. My fern
has only two—exactly opposite each other.
Back home, in our cool house, I search the Internet and discover a
subspecies of Pellaea mucronata—Pellaea mucronata var. californica, California
bird’s-foot, or, as the USDA calls it, California cliffbrake. It is endemic
to California! It grows above 6,000 feet. Our camp in Ice House was just
about at that altitude! The groupings of three opposed leaflets occur only on
Pellaea mucronata, and not on Pellaea mucronata var. californica. It seems
entirely likely to me, therefore, that my little fern with its two opposed leaflets
is indeed the native California fern. One of the sites I consult mentions that
this subspecies is hardier than the lower-elevation fern, which explains why
the bird’s-foot in the garden is not doing so well.
But I discover another wrinkle: according to The Jepson Manual, the
two ferns do overlap habitats. P. mucronata grows as high as 7,900 feet.
P. m. var. californica, on the other hand, is found as low as 6,000 feet.
	I conclude that my fern—thriving in a dry wash, amid yucca, incense
cedar, bigleaf maple, California bricklebush, and Mentzelia (blazing star) habitat—is colonizing the lower end of its range. Although still common, I feel
fortunate to have found such an interesting and endemic fern.
On Monday, August 30, 2010, in slightly cooler weather,
I return to Claremont’s Rancho Santa Ana Botanic Gardens to visit Robert
Thorne, an internationally known expert on botany, and an acquaintance
from our local stamp club. He confirms my research. I have indeed found
Pellaea mucronata var. californica. I look forward to hiking back into Ice
House Canyon again to see how my little fern is faring. Huell Howser—get
on your hiking boots!
—Marcyn Del Clements

Marcyn Del Clements lives in Claremont, California. She has contributed poems
and prose to Appalachia since 1994.
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Books of Note
Many of the seminal books on big mountain adventures,
despite the technical and literary skills of their authors, can be formulaic as
they describe derring-do, hellacious weather, and dizzying altitudes, focusing
on heroes or villains. These three books about mountain adventures might
seem less lofty—literally and figuratively—than do books about the Himalaya,
but they cover even more ground because they impart lessons about people,
all of them on different routes in the mountains of New England.

It’s Not About the Hike: Two Ordinary
Women on an Extraordinary Journey
By Nancy Sporborg
Peterborough, New Hampshire: Bauhan
Publishing, 2011
352 pages. ISBN: 978-0-87233-142-6 Price: $34.95
(paperback)
In It’s Not About the Hike: Two Ordinary
Women on an Extraordinary Journey, Nancy Sporborg
describes the evolution of a friendship with her hiking companion, Pat Piper,
when they began hitting the trail in their 50s.
Like the Over the Hill Hikers, Sporborg and Piper soon became passionate,
and perhaps a little compulsive, about their excursions. By January 2011, they
had hiked to the summits of more than 190 mountains—including all 67 of
the New England 4,000-footers—hiked more than 1,250 miles, and gained
more than 336,000 feet in elevation.
	On most of their outings, Sporborg and Piper were accompanied by Dejah,
the author’s yellow Labrador retriever, and they devote an entire chapter to
Dejah’s trip up the 48th White Mountain summit, in the Tripyramids.
	Sporborg writes about her emotions and discoveries in a New-Age style.
She describes herself as an “innovator, meaning maker, visionary, adventurer,
loving mom and life student with much to learn.” I’m not that into “grace
waves,” but I have hiked these mountains, too, and I appreciate the two
women’s accomplishments and enjoyed their journey. One minor criticism:
$34.95 seems like a lofty price for a paperback.
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Over the Hill Hikers: And How They Grew . . .
and Grew . . . and Grew
By Shirley Elder Lyons
Portsmouth, New Hampshire: Peter E. Randall
Publisher, 2011
117 pages. ISBN: 978-0-9828236-4-4 Price: $20
(hardcover)
O ver the H ill H ikers : A nd H ow T hey G rew
. . . and Grew . . . and Grew, by Shirley Elder
Lyons chronicles the trips of a group of older women from Sandwich,
New Hampshire. They fell in with veteran political reporter and author
Lyons, and her sidekick, Elizabeth “Lib” MacGregor Bates. Lib Bates died
last year after eight decades of exploring the northern Appalachians (see
In Memoriam, page 156).
	Starting a quarter-century ago, the group gathered every Tuesday for
hikes, and by the time the book came out, the group had climbed all 48 of
New Hampshire’s 4,000-footers, as well as “52 with a view.”
Though this slender volume may be short on detail, it is full of good
cheer. The Over the Hill Hikers designed their own T-shirts and patches,
marched and sang in parades, and endlessly recruited new members. One
smiles reading about the affection members share for one another and for
the mountains.

Following Atticus: Forty-Eight High Peaks,
One Little Dog, and an Extraordinary
Friendship
By Tom Ryan
New York: William Morrow, 2011
288 pages. ISBN: 978-0-06-199710-5 Price: $25.99
(paperback)
In Following Atticus, author Tom Ryan
focuses not just one chapter but an entire
book on his travels and travails with a lovable miniature schnauzer named after the heroic lawyer in To Kill
a Mockingbird.
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Like the others, Ryan and Atticus set out to climb the 4,000-footers, as the
subtitle promises: “Forty-eight high peaks, one little dog, and an extraordinary
friendship.” Ryan, founder and former editor of an alternative paper in
Newburyport, Massachusetts, called The Undertoad, is an engaging storyteller
whose humorous, self-deprecating descriptions evoke Bill Bryson’s A Walk in
the Woods: Rediscovering America on the Appalachian Trail (Broadway Books,
1998) and John Steinbeck’s Travels with Charley: In Search of America (Viking
Press, 1962).
Determined to undertake his long-range hiking goal as a tribute to a
friend who died of cancer, Ryan resists sentimentality. Based on his easygoing, good-natured style, he seems like the sort of hiker you’d welcome into
your campsite—and who could resist the adorable, calm Atticus? I hope to
encounter them one day, either on the trail, or on the bookshelves again.
—Steve Fagin
Book Review Editor

Pilgrims of the Vertical: Yosemite Rock
Climbers & Nature at Risk
By Joseph E. Taylor III
Cambridge, Massachusetts: Harvard University
Press, 2010
368 pages. ISBN: 978-0-674-05287-1. Price: $29.95
(hardcover)
Climbing has recently claimed the attention
of cultural historians. Maurice Isserman and Stewart
Weaver wrote Fallen Giants (Yale University Press,
2008) on the Himalaya (reviewed in Appalachia Summer/Fall 2009) and
Wade Davis on Everest and World War I (reviewed just following, in this
issue). Joseph Taylor’s book is narrower than those two, yet in some ways
more ambitious. It is much more than a history of Yosemite climbing,
although Taylor gives a perceptive account of it from the 1930s to the present.
We learn about the phases: club dominance yielded to the big-wall pioneers
of the 1950s and 1960s; then the Beats and the individualists made long, hard
ascents with astonishing speed (and sometimes unroped). But the distinction
of the book is Taylor’s examination of the social and environmental contexts
of his subject.
Summer/FALL 2012 147

Appalachia_SF2012_FINAL_5.10.indd 147

5/10/12 8:24:04 AM

	In exploring these themes, Taylor, who worked on this book for many
years, has done an astounding amount of research. His 72 pages of notes
are worth the price of the volume. He has made fine use of such early San
Francisco Bay Area serial publications as Yodeler and Mugelnoos, as well as
better-known popular ones of recent years. He casts a wide net, in keeping
with his sociological perspective. “Esoteric” hardly begins to describe some
of his citations, such as the one to “From Gidget to Gonad Man: Surfers,
Feminists and Post-modernisation.” Of special interest to Appalachia readers is
a doctoral dissertation, “Personal Narrative and the Production of Knowledge
in the Alpine Club of London and the Appalachian Mountain Club, 1858–
1900.” Taylor seems also to have read all the standard journals and books,
classic and otherwise. A brief review cannot do justice to the breadth of
his interests.
Taylor pays tribute to many now little-known figures, in particular Richard
Leonard, “the most influential climber of his era.” I wish he had not rather
dismissed Robert Underhill (the noted Alps and U.S. climber and influential
former Appalachia editor), whom he describes as a sermonizing lawgiver. One
of the book’s subjects is the tension between rule-making climbers and their
sometimes-anarchic antagonists. Taylor also explores the roles of women,
risk, and competition.
A few errors do crop up, one unfortunately misdescribing details of the
death of AMC officer Don Babenroth at Arden Cliff in 1940. Taylor also
claims that the “mountaineering world” was shocked by this event. Perhaps
it’s more accurate to say “the American rock climbing world” was. Taylor’s
subjects are generally not mountaineers. Calling Lynn Hill at one time
“arguably the best climber in the world” considerably narrows the meaning of
“climber.” In the 1960s and 1970s, the great American mountaineers and the
great rock climbers were rarely the same people.
	One of the book’s great strengths is its attention to environmental damage.
Peter Haan derides this emphasis in a peculiar review in the 2011 American
Alpine Journal. Haan claims that worn trails, scraped lichen, and “dirt dug
from cracks” “are all renewable.” I don’t think recovery from this damage
will happen anytime soon. Bolt holes and pin scars? Haan says that these
“occupy less volume than a dozen copies of [Taylor’s] hardback.” Alas, these
defacements are widely spread and cannot be moved, ever. The world has
more people every day, and more of them are getting outdoors and onto the
rocks, where they make an inevitable impact.
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Taylor is ready to state his own views; his tone is sometimes satirical. His
final words: Maybe “we should let go of a few fantasies and grow up a bit.”
This advice will be variously interpreted, but it sounds sensible to me.
—Steven Jervis

Into the Silence: The Great War, Mallory,
and the Conquest of Everest
By Wade Davis
New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 2011
655 pages. ISBN 978-0-375-40889-2. Price: $32.50
(hardcover)
This big, handsome book will be attractive
to two groups of Appalachia readers. For readers
unfamiliar with World War I’s human cost to Great
Britain and its empire, with its repeated bloody attacks against overwhelming
odds ordered by an apparently mindless High Command, and who also are
unfamiliar with the story of the Everest expeditions of 1921, 1922, and 1924,
the book will be a fascinating well-told revelation. Densely packed with names
and facts, sometimes sprawling, it is not an easy read, but nothing else in a
single volume equals it. Readers who know the history of the Great War and
are familiar with the repeatedly told stories of the first three expeditions will
find that Davis has amassed much that is new. The more one knows about the
Great War and the three expeditions, the more one will appreciate the effort
required to create Into the Silence.
The new material on the first three Everest expeditions examines closely
the personal stories of the climbers and their motivations. Most impressive
are the results of Davis’s painstaking twelve-year effort to trace the Great War
experiences of the climbers. These were extensive. Of the 26 “whites” who
joined any of the three expeditions, 19 served in the Great War. All of them
were officers because of the British class system. Most of these went through
the horror of the western front or Gallipoli and suffered mental and physical
wounds. The supposed effect of these war experiences on the climbers’ behavior
is the principal theme of the book. Knowledgeable readers will find that Davis
has found much that justifies a rethinking of the background and events of
the three expeditions. Readers may not always agree with his interpretations;
frequently a mass of unromantic fact is followed by a conventionally romantic
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conclusion. For example, in the final sentences of his epilogue, Davis, speaking
first of George Leigh Mallory, then generalizing to all of his generation, writes,
“death was but a ‘frail barrier’ that men crossed, ‘smiling and gallant, every
day.’ They had seen so much of death that life mattered less than the moments
of being alive.” This is eloquent, but not all of Mallory’s generation, not even
all who reached Everest, would have reacted to death and the threat of death
in the same way. Soldiers had various techniques for coping with ever-present
threat of death, and they surely were not commonly smiling and gallant every
day. Life, at least their own, still mattered to many. The desire for the “blighty
wound”—the wound just bad enough to justify evacuation from the line to
Blighty, England—was notoriously widespread.
That the recent Great War had influenced members of all three expeditions,
no one has seriously questioned. The white members of the expeditions, all
from Britain or the Empire, thought of themselves as “officers” because many
of them had been in the war. And they thought of the rest of the party as
“other ranks.” Lowest of all were the porters or “coolies.” At best, these were
considered to be more childish versions of the British common soldier with
a convenient inborn ability to survive while carrying heavy loads in cold,
high-altitude conditions with minimal equipment, clothing, and food. The
“officers” adopted a military command structure for the expeditions and
habitually expressed themselves in military language. Despite a class-ridden,
highly political, and sometimes laughably dysfunctional selection process,
they were, on average, a capable group of some intellectual distinction. Many
could write clear, even eloquent, English. In these respects, they equaled or
bettered later Everest expedition parties.
Davis takes a more romantic view of Mallory and his eventual disappearance into the high mists of Everest than is usual among recent historians—this
notwithstanding certain contrary data, some of it new. Before 1921, Mallory,
though a good climber with striking grace of movement on rock and ice, had
no Himalayan or other high-altitude experience, and he was not an immediate
success as an exploratory mountaineer. In 1921, he failed to recognize the East
Rongbuck Glacier as the key approach to the North Col route even after the
surveyor E.O. Wheeler called it to his attention. Mallory lacked fundamental
expeditionary skills, could not make primus stoves or cameras work, and, to
an infuriating degree, could not keep track of his kit. General Charles Bruce,
expedition leader in 1922, wrote, “He is a great dear but forgets his boots on
all occasions!” Tom Longstaff, the most experienced Himalayan climber on
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any of the three expeditions, said that Mallory was “a very good stout-hearted
baby, but quite unfit to be placed in charge of anything, including himself.”
	Nevertheless, by 1924, Mallory, the only climber to join all three
expeditions, was the world’s most experienced Everest mountaineer. Following
the resignation of General Bruce for health reasons, Lt. Col. E.F. Norton
assumed command of the expedition, and Mallory took his place as second
in command and climbing leader. On June 6 after (in the climbers’ belief ) the
start of the monsoon, Mallory led the young and inexperienced Sandy Irvine
and eight porters with J. DeV. Hazard and Noel Odell as backup onto and
above the North Col. Hazard, Odell, and the porters returned safely. Mallory
and Irvine disappeared, last seen “going strong for the top” on June 8.
As noted by Davis and other historians, Mallory was obsessed with
getting to the summit of Everest, evident as early as the last days of the 1921
reconnaissance. In the final days of each expedition, each time with only
physically depleted climbers and porters available to him, Mallory advocated
and led ascents to and above the North Col in avalanche-prone snow caused
by monsoon or monsoon-like conditions, all unsuccessful. In 1921, at the
very end of the reconnaissance expedition on September 23, Mallory led two
other climbers and three porters up the unstable snow covering the slope to
the Col. He wanted to go higher, but the wind and snow were too severe for
the poorly clad party. On the descent, they found their tracks wiped out by
an avalanche, a warning Mallory ignored. In 1922, again at the end of the
expedition, on June 7, Mallory led two other climbers and thirteen porters
up a snow-choked climb to the North Col. A major avalanche hit the long
column, killing seven porters. The attempt was widely condemned as foolish,
given the state of the snow, and pointless as the snow conditions would have
made climbing beyond the Col impossible even had it been reached. And in
the final effort of 1924, Mallory put two support climbers and eight porters at
risk before dying himself with Irvine.
	Of the twelve deaths on the three expeditions (not counting that of
A.M. Kellas, who died of a preexisting illness early on the 1921 march in),
nine were in these final efforts led by Mallory. All were very unlikely to attain
the summit; all were “forlorn hopes” in the original military meaning of a lost
(sacrificial) troop.
Mallory was perhaps the first climber to develop and then act on an Everest
summit obsession; he was certainly not the last. There can be many causes for
climbers persisting in unwise attempts at the risk of death or crippling injury
to themselves and others. What caused Mallory’s obsession and whether his
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service in the Great War played a part are obviously beyond knowing now.
We do know that Mallory, the former amateur artillery officer, teased by the
other climbers as a socialist and an intellectual (albeit in his own mind a failed
one), was the one climber willing to push for the summit regardless of cost.
It is, then, the ultimate irony that he reproduced in microcosm the repeated
mindless, inadequately prepared attacks against impossible odds for which
the High Command was damned in the Great War.
—Jeffery Parrette

Freedom Climbers
By Bernadette McDonald
Victoria, Canada: Rocky Mountain Books, 2011
352 pages. ISBN: 978-1-926855-60-8. Price: $32.95
(hardcover)
Sometime in the nineteenth century,
Americans started regarding mountains as symbols
of national destiny and freedom. For twentiethcentury Polish mountaineers, and their compatriots,
mountains took on similar importance, as
documented in Bernadette McDonald’s aptly named Freedom Climbers.
McDonald, former director of the Banff Mountain Festival, and a prolific and
knowledgeable historian of mountaineering, takes her readers on a journey
from the grim steel-producing center of Katowice (home to many leading
Polish mountaineers), to the summits of Mount Everest and other Himalayan
giants. The Polish Communist government encouraged mountaineering as a
way of burnishing national pride (and their own legitimacy as rulers). The
Polish climbers had a different perspective. McDonald writes on page 33:
They channeled their unfulfilled hopes and suppressed energies into a passionate love of mountains and adventure. Their mountain asylums became more
than an escape from reality; they were a way to fulfill themselves and create
meaningful lives. . . . There they could rely on principles that predated the
totalitarian state—values that were common to all climbers.

	In the 1970s and 1980s, Polish climbers posted an astonishing record of
bold new routes on the most difficult Himalayan terrain. They also tackled
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established routes in winter, in expeditions that were woefully underfunded by
western standards. In 1980, for example, Krzystof Wielicki and Leszek Cichy
reached the summit of Everest in mid-February in the first winter ascent. A
little over two months later, Andrzej Czok and Jerzy Kukuczka made the first
ascent of Everest’s South Pillar route.
Polish mountaineering was also noteworthy for the role played by female
climbers, especially Wanda Rutkiewicz. McDonald first met Rutkiewicz in
Poland in 1991 and invited her to speak at the following year’s Banff festival
in Canada. Rutkiewicz had been one of four Polish climbers to make the
first ascent of Gasherbrum III in 1975; three years later she became the third
woman, the first European woman, and the first Pole to reach the summit of
Everest. Her summit day on Everest in 1978, October 16, was also the day that
Karol Cardinal Wojtyla was chosen by the Roman Catholic Church to become
the first Polish pope, Pope John Paul II. When the new pope visited Poland
the following year, to ecstatic popular response, Rutkiewicz presented him
with a rock from Everest’s summit. McDonald reports the Pope’s comment,
“It must have been God’s will that we both should be set so high on one and
the same day.” Or maybe it wasn’t a joke because the nationalist aspirations
raised by Polish mountaineering achievements and the ascent of the Polish
pope contributed to the rise of the solidarity movement that in 1989 would
topple the Communist government.
Rutkiewicz never made it to the 1992 Banff festival. She died in the spring
of that year on Kanchenjunga, the world’s third highest mountain. McDonald
writes of her lost friend (and a whole generation of Polish mountaineers)
with historical insight and personal sympathy, and her book is the richer for
both qualities. Freedom Climbers won the 2011 Boardman Tasker Prize and the
Grand Prize at the 2011 Banff Mountain Book Festival.
—Maurice Isserman

White Mountain Guide
Compiled and edited by Steven D. Smith and Mike Dickerman
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club, 2012
688 pages. ISBN: 978-1-934028-44-5
Price: $24.95 (paperback; boxed with three paper maps)
Years ago, while hiking in the northern Presidential Range,
a friend and I decided to scramble up the Adams Slide Trail. He pulled out
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his worn copy of the White Mountain Guide, which noted the trailhead
intersected with the Six Husbands Trail in the Great Gulf. We wandered
around for an hour or so, sputtering and cursing—unaware that the Adams
Slide Trail had been closed because it was too difficult to maintain. Had we
owned the latest edition of the White Mountain Guide, we would have saved
ourselves a lot of frustration, time, and energy.
Access to the most recent trail information is only one reason to pick up the
29th edition of the guide. This latest volume describes more than 500 trails.
These include 15 trails—32 miles’ worth—that are new, recently restored, or
newly described in this guide, such as the Moat Mountain Mineral Site Trail
and the Red Hill Loop Trail. It also offers a full description of the recently
completed 13-mile western section of the Grafton Loop Trail. The co-editors
also describe changes to trails and access points damaged in 2011 by Tropical
Storm Irene.
For more than a century the AMC’s guide to this region has been the
bible. It offers the most comprehensive, accurate, and detailed trail and safety
information. This new edition introduces co-editor Mike Dickerman, who
joins longtime editor Steven D. Smith. Smith owns the Mountain Wanderer
bookstore in Lincoln, New Hampshire. Dickerman is an experienced hiker
and the owner of Bondcliff Books. (Gene Daniell retired after co-editing
editions 23 through 28.) Smith and Dickerman both live in the Whites, hike
there regularly, hang out with fellow hikers, and know every trail.
This edition includes three fully revised pullout maps showing more than
ten new trails, trail relocations and new names, and two new campsites.
	One negative aspect of a complete, 688-page guide is that it’s too big to
carry on most trips. I started hiking with one of the earlier red hardcover
guides that stuffed easily into a backpack pouch. As the guide has become
more detailed, it has grown in size. This new edition and its three large paper
maps fit inside a sturdy cardboard box. This is handy for the bookshelf but
impractical for the trail. The best solution: Photocopy only those sections you
think you’ll need for a hike and leave the book behind.
Keep in mind, too, that the separate maps of the White Mountain National
Forest sold with the guide are detailed and useful but not waterproof. (Waterproof versions are on sale separately.) I would rather pay a few extra dollars
for waterproof maps, since I’ve learned how fast paper maps can deteriorate
in the field.
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But these are minor issues. Simply put, any hiker planning either a short
stroll or weeklong expedition in the Whites should consult this book before
setting out. It will save them from an ill-advised search for the nonexistent
Adams Slide Trail.
—Steve Fagin

Briefly Noted

Maine Mountain Guide, 10th edition
Compiled and edited by Carey Michael Kish
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club, 2012
448 pages. ISBN: 978-1-934028-30-8
Price: $23.95 (paperback with two pull-out maps)
This new edition has been thoroughly revised
and updated by Carey Michael Kish, a seasoned
hiker and trail maintainer who lives in Maine. The
guide covers Maine’s diverse terrain from Katahdin
and the 100-Mile Wilderness to the Mahoosuc Range
and the Camden Hills. It includes more than 450 detailed trail descriptions.
It covers 75 mountains and 200 trails not previously covered. The guide prints
detailed distances, elevations, trip times, and suggested hikes for all ability
levels. The MMG expands its coverage of Baxter State Park and Acadia
National Park. It features five new in-text maps. Included are trip-planning
and safety information. The paper pull-out maps that also come with the
guide are in color, GPS-rendered, and show trail segment mileage.
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In Memoriam
Elizabeth “Lib” MacGregor
Crooker Bates, 1919–2011
Elizabeth “Lib” MacGregor Crooker
Bates died on October 21, 2011, at
her home in Center Sandwich, New
Hampshire. She was 92. That year
she had been profiled as founder of
a group of retired hikers in the book,
Over the Hill Hikers (see review on
page 146), and she won L.L. Bean’s
2011 Outdoor Hero Award.
	She was born in Reading, Massachusetts, in 1919, the daughter of
Helen Emerson MacGregor and
Milton “Red Mac” MacGregor, the
first manager of the Appalachian
Mountain Club’s hut system, with
whom she and her brother Arthur
“Ski Wax” MacGregor spent childhood summers tramping the White
Lib Bates hiking in summer 2009.
Mountains of New Hampshire.
CONSTANCE EMERSON CROOKER
	She attended high school in
Needham, Massachusetts, and graduated in 1940 from Bates College in
Lewiston, Maine, along with the football team’s captain, Charlie Crooker,
who became her husband of more than 50 years. They graduated from Yale
Divinity School in 1943. He became a Congregational minister, and she worked
as a public school teacher in Holden and Great Barrington, Massachusetts.
On moving to Brockton, Massachusetts, she began a second career as a tax
preparer. During their retirement to a rustic farmhouse in Center Sandwich,
she continued to prepare taxes while Charlie continued as guest preacher at
churches throughout the region.
After Charlie’s death in 1994, she married Dr. Frank Bates of Center
Sandwich. He died in May 2011.
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	She played key roles in community organization: the Over the Hill
Hikers (sixteen years as Den Mother), the Sandwich Women’s Club (two
years as president), Ladies Aid (president and other offices), the Bates Class
of 1940 (president), the Sandwich Players (three years as business manager),
Sandwich’s Land Trust Committee that established the Bearcamp River Trail
(member), Caregivers (six years as board member), and also the Garden Club,
the Friends of the Library, and the Sandwich Historical Society. She sang
in the church choir and with the Sandwich Singers, and served on many
church committees.
	She frequently hiked, skied, and played tennis and bridge. She photographed everything and loved grubbing in her gardens. She cherished travel
and camping throughout the United States and Canada in her vintage
Chevy Van, first with Charlie and later with Frank, her co-explorers of
nature’s grandeur.
	She is survived by her four children, Carol Farnsworth of Venice, Florida;
Constance Crooker and Catherine Crooker of Portland, Oregon; and
Charles A. Crooker of Stoughton, Massachusetts. She is also survived by
three stepchildren and eleven grandchildren. A memorial service was held
November 5, 2011.
—Constance Emerson Crooker

Ann Dodge Middleton
Ann Dodge Middleton, a former United States Ski Team member and the
daughter of famed Appalachian Mountain Club huts manager Joe Dodge,
died on February 20, 2012, at Huggins Hospital in Wolfeboro, New Hampshire. She was 83 years old.
	She was born in Boston on November 12, 1928, the daughter of Joseph B.
Dodge and Cherstine P. Dodge. Ann was raised in Pinkham Notch, educated
in the Gorham schools, and she graduated from Saint Mary’s-in-the-Mountains School (now The White Mountain School) in Littleton.
Before she was married, she served as the hutmaster of the AMC Pinkham
Notch Visitor Center. She also worked as a ski instructor for the Hannes
Schneider Ski School at Cranmore Mountain, and in Bedford. She was
an avid skier and mountain climber who had climbed all her life in New
Hampshire and in the western United States, Canada, Europe, Mexico,
Ecuador, and Nepal. She was a life member of the Appalachian Mountain
Club and a member of the American Alpine Club.
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she had lived in Freedom since 1987 and owned a house on Port Hood
island, nova scotia.
she is survived by her husband, Jack B. Middleton; daughter, susan
Middleton Campbell; two sons, Jack B. Middleton, Jr., and Peter Middleton;
and four grandchildren. she is also survived by her brother, Joseph Brooks
Dodge, Jr., and his wife, Ann Dodge, of Jackson.
A memorial service took place March 17. Memorial donations may be
directed to the Mount Washington observatory.
—From published obituaries, AMC

A

George Hamilton
Former Appalachian Mountain Club huts manager George Hamilton died
on January 26 in Tilton, new Hampshire. He was 88 years old and had lived
in Concord. Hamilton took over from Joe Dodge in 1959 and served through
1966. Hamilton once guided supreme Court Justice William o. Douglas on
a hut-to-hut trip that was described in National Geographic in 1961.
Hamilton is credited for guiding the AMC through an upswing in hut
visits and overseeing, with Bruce sloat, the upgrading of those high-elevation
buildings.
A former new Hampshire Fish and Game officer, Hamilton was appointed
by then Governor Walter Peterson to become the director of state parks
following his AMC years. He later worked in banking.
—Tom Eastman

158 Appalachia

Appalachia_SF2012_FINAL_5.10.indd 158

5/10/12 8:24:06 AM Appalachia_

Appalachia Cumulative Index 1946-2010
Order Your Copy Now!

AMC has completed
its first full index for
Appalachia in 65
years! This hardcover
bound in cloth and
gold leaf is perfect for
Appalachia collectors
and libraries.
Find every article published in Appalachia
about your favorite trail, conservation
issue, or outdoor adventure seeker, from
Abbey to Zermatt.
To order, visit outdoors.org/amcstore.
Price: $60
ISBN 978-1-934028-46-9

Appalachia_Index_Ad_2012_FINAL.indd 1

5/10/12 5:52 PM

A Peak Ahead

Looking for Thoreau

H

enry David Thoreau died in 1862, but he still pushes people
deeper into nature. What is it about Thoreau’s reach into our century
that inspires? The next issue of Appalachia will explore this. He lived most
of his life in Concord, Massachusetts, where today his beloved Walden Pond
is a state park. Lucille Stott, a former Appalachia editor who lives there, will
write about what motivates thousands of tourists (and residents) who seek the
real Thoreau in Concord.
Thoreau paid close attention to plants, animals, insects, moss, and even
rocks. He could set up a roadside camp at sunset and still find time to
jot down how the dying light looked and which trees and plants he saw.
Kristen Laine will write about a spring full of rambling, Thoreau-style.
Can modern New Hampshire residents achieve Thoreau’s intense focus,
sitting, watching, rising early?
Adirondack writer Tony Goodwin will share new information he found
last year on why the earliest known climber of Mount Washington, Darby
Field, was there at all. It may surprise you.
We will publish the winning entry in the essay contest sponsored by the
Waterman Alpine Stewardship Fund. This is its fifth year.
With these stories, and others, will appear our usual departments: the
Accidents and Alpina reports, news in and near the mountains and rivers,
research, and reviews of notable books. Until December, then!
—Christine Woodside
chris@chriswoodside.com
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“I started reading Appalachia for the accident reports, but I kept
reading for the great features.” — Mohamed Ellozy, subscriber
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